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Encer KingRichard,lohn 

of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants, 

King Richard. 

Lde Tohn of Gaunt 9 time honoured L<wcafter< y 
Haft thou according to thy oth and band, 
Brought hither Htnne Harford thy bold fonne. 
Here to make good the boy (Irons late appeal c 
Which then our Ieifurc would not let vs hearc 
Again{ltheDukeofNorfolke,T^^;^^^r^i > 

Gaunt. I haue my Leige. 

Kmo % T ell me moreouer *, haft thou founded him 
Ifhe appeale the Duke on auncient malice. 

Or worthily, as a good fubieft fhould, 

On fome knowne ground of treacherie in him? 

(jaunt . As nearc as I could lift him on that argument, 

On fome apparant danger fecnc in him, 

Aimde at your Highneue^ no inueteratc malice. 

Km%* Then call them to our prefence face to face, 

And frowning brow to brow our feiues will hearc 
Theaccufer, and the accufed, freely fpeake : 

Hie ftomackt arc they both, and full of ire. 

In rage,deafe as diefeajiaftieasfire. 

•i 

Enter T2uRm0rooke t and cJMo'tivbray, 

Bulling. Many - ycares of happy dayes befall 
Wy gtatious Soueraigne, my mo ft louing Liege, 
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The Tragcdie of 

Mr,vtl\, Each day lEill better others happinefle, 

Vntill theHeauens enuying Earths good happe, 

Adde in immortail tit'e to your Crowne. 

Kino. Weethankeyou both: vet one but flatters vs* 

As well appearcth by the caufe you come $ 

Namely, to appeale each other of high treafon. 

Coofin of Hereford, what doff thou obieft 
Againft the Duke ofNorfolkeThomas Mowbray? 

'Bui. Firft (heauen be the record to my fpeech) 

In the deuotion of a fubiett es loue, 

Tendring the precious fafetieofmy Prince, 

And freedom other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appeallant to this princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do I turne to thee*, 

And marke my greeting well : for what I fpcake, 

My body (hall make good vpon this earth. 

Or my diuine foule aufvvere it in heauen. 

Thou art a Tray tor, and a mifereant* 

T oo good to be fo,and too bad to liue : 

Since the more faire and criflall is the skie, 

T he vglier feeme the eloudes that in it flie. 

Once more, the more to agrauatf the note, 

With a foule tray tours name duffel thy throate. 

And wilh (fo pleafemy Soueraigne) ere I moue, 

What my tongfpeaks,my right drawne fword may prouc.v 

Mowt’. Let not my cold wordes here accufe n3y zealar 
Tis not the try all of a Womans wane, 

Thebitter clamor of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine: 

The blood is hotte that mud be coold for this, , 

Yet can I not of fuck tame patience boad, 

As to be hufht and naught at all to fay» 

Firil the faire reuerence of your highnefle curbes me, . 
From giuingrev nes and fpurres to my free fpeech. 

Which elfe would pod vntill it had returnd 
' T hefetcarmcs of treafon doubled downe Iris throat j 
Setting a lide his high bloods royalties 
Arid let him be no kinfman to my Leigc, - 



King Richard the Second. 

I doe defie him, and fpitat him*, 

Call him a flaunderous Coward and a , Villainc : 

Which to maintaine,I would allow him ods. 

And meete him, were I tide to runne a foote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where euer Englilh man durd fethis foote. 

Meane time, let this defend my loyal tie, 

By all my hopes, mod falfly doth he lie. 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I thro w my gage, 
Difdaynring here the kinred of a King, 

And lay allde my high bloods royaltie* 

Which fearf,not reuerence makes thee to except. 

If guikie dread haue left thee fo much drengtb, 

As^to take vp mine honours pawne, then doope: 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthood elfe, 

Will I make goodagaind thee arme to arme, 

What I haue fpoke,or what thou cand deuife. 

*JMox. I take it vp,and by that Sword I fweare, 

Which gently lay demy Knighthood on my ifroulder, . 

He anfwere thee in any faire decree : 

Orchiualrous defigne of Knightly try all. 

And when I mount aliue,aliue may I not light, 

Ifl beTraitour, or vniudly fight. 

Kino. What doth our Coofin lay to Mowbraies charge? 
It mud be great that can inherite vs, . 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bhl. Looke what I fayd,my life lfiall prooue it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiude eight thoufand Nobles,, 
Innamcoflendinges,for yourHighneffeSouldiours; 

The which he hath detainde for leawd imployments. 

Like a falfe T ray tour, and injurious Villaine. 

Befides I fay, and will in battaileprooue. 

Or here, or elfewherc,to the furthed Verge 
That eucr was furueyedby Englifli eye, 

That all the treafons for thefe eightecne yeares, 

Corsplotted and contriued in this Land, 

Eetcht from falfe Mowbray, tliejr firdhead and fpring; 

s A 3 . Furth^’ 
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Further I fay,and further will main tain c 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke ofGlofters death, 

Sugged his foone beleeuing aducrfaries. 

And confequentlyhke aTraitour Coward, 

Slue te out his innocent foule through dreames of blood; 
Which blood, like facriticing <^be.s, cryes, 

Euenfiom the tongaelcdeCauerns ofthe earth, 

Tome for iuthcc,and rough chadifement : 

Anti by tire glorious worth ofmy difeent, 

This Arrne fhall do it, or this Life be {pent. 

Ktng. How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 
Thomas of Norfolke, what fayd thou to this? 

Moteb. Oh let my Soueraigne turne away lvis face, 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 

Till Ihaue told this {launder ofhis blood. 

How God, and good men, hate fo foule alyer. 

Kmg. Mowbray, impartiallare oureyes and eareS} 
Were lieiny Brother ; nay, my kingdomes Hdre, 

As he is but my fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour neerenes to our facrcd blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
Thevndooping firmeneffe ofmy vpright foule: 

He is our fubiect Mowbray, fo art thou. 

Free fpcech and fcarelelTe I to thee allow. 

Monb . Then Bullingbrookc,as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfc p adage of thy throat thou lyeft : 
Three partes of that receipt I had for Callice/ 

Disburd I to his highnede Souldioursj 
The other part referu'de I, by confent. 

For that my Soueraigne liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account, 

Since lad I went to France to fetch his Quecne : 

Now fwallow downe that lie. For Gloccfters deatSf • 

I flew him not, but to mine ownedifgrace 
Ncgleded my fworne duetie in that cafe s 
For you my noble Lord ofLipcafter, 



Richard the Second. 

The honourable Father to my foe. 

Once did Ilay an ambufli for your life ; 

A trefpaflc that dothvexemy grecued foule : 

Ah, but erel lad receiu’dc the Sacrament, 

I did confefle it, and exactly begd 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault 5 as for the red appeal d, 

Itiflues from the rancour of a V lllaine, 

A recreant, and mod degenerateTraitourj 
Which in my felfc I bold! y w ill defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downe the gage, 

Tpon this ouerweening trai tours foote. 

To proouemy felfe aloyallGentlcman, 

Euen in the bed blood chambcrd in his bofome ; 

In hade whereof, mod liar tily I pray 
Your highnede to afllgne our triallday, 

Ktng . Wrath kindled Gentleman, be ruled by me. 

Lets purge this choler wi thout letting bloud. 

This we preferibe, though no Phifition : 

Deepe Malice makes too deepeincifiont 
Forget, forgiue ; conclude, and be agreed, 

Our Doctors fay, this is no month to bleed: 

Good Vnckle,let this end, where it begunne; 

Wcelecalme thcDuke of Norfolke, you your (onne. 

(jaunt. To be a make-peace, {hall become my age : 
Throw downe (my tonne) the Duke ofNorfolkes gage. 
King. And Norfolke, throw downe hr*. 

Cj*unt, When Harrie, when ?obediencc bids. 

Obedience bids I fliould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolke, throw downe we bid, there is no boote. 
- My felfel throw(dread foueraigne)atthy foote. 

My life thou {halt commaund,butnotmy lhame: 
f he enemy duetre owes ; butmyfairename, 

Defpight ofDeath that Hues vpon my Grauc, . 
TodarkeDilhonours vfe, thou fhaltnothauc: 
lam difgrade, impeach t,and baffuld heere-, 

I rci d to the foule with Slaundcrs venomd fpcare, 

Ihe which no Balme can .cure, but his heart blo od 

Which 
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7 be Tragedie of 

Which breathe! e this poy foil. 

King. Rage mud he withftood : 

Giue me his gage ; Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mttob, Yea^out not change his (pots; take but my fliamc, 
Anri I refi gne m v gage, my dcare deareLord. 

The purefl tveafure mortall times affoord. 

Is fpotlede reputation, that away •, 

Men arc but guilded Loame,or pai nted Clay.; 

Ale well in atennetimes bard vpCheft, 

Is a bold Spirit in a lov all Bread. 

Mine Honour is my life, both growin one* 

"" " Honour from me, and my life is done. 

(deare my Leige) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I liue, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw vp your gage *, do you begin. 
’But. O God defend my foule from fucli deepe finne, 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen "in my fathers fight? 

-Or with pale begger-face impeach my hight, 

Before this out-darde daftard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble 
Or found fo bafe a parlee, my teeth fliall tearc 
The flauifh motiueof recantingfcare, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where ihanie doth harbour, euen in Mowbraicsface. 

King. Wewerenotbornetofue,buttocommaunc4 
Which fince we can not do, to make you friendes, 

JBe ready (as yourlife (hall anfwere it) 

At Couentrte vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There fliall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
The fwelling difference of your fctled hate : 

Since we cannot atone you,you fhall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Victors chiualrie. 

Lord MarfhalljConimaund our Officers at Armes, 

Be readie to diredtthefe home allarmes. 



: wrong, 



Enter Iohnif Gaunt ,with the'Dutcheffeof (flocefter. 
Gaunt. Alas.the part I had in Woodftocks blood, 






Richard the Second. 

To flirreagainft thebutchcrs ofhis life. v 

But fince correaion lyeth mtliofe handes, 

Wh chmadethefaultthat weconnot correft, 

*■* - 

Hathlouein thy oldblood no bumg , &?• 

Edwards feauen fonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facrcd blood, 

Or feauen faire Branches (printing from one root s 
Some ofthofe feauen are dry ed by Natures courfe; 

Some of tliofe Branches by theDeftmies cut: 

But Thomas my dcare Lord, my life, mv gtocefltr, 

One Viollfullof £dttWjfacred blood, 

One flourifliing Branch ofhis molt royall roote 
Is craft.and all the precious liquor fput, 

Ishadct downe,andhis fummerleaues all faded 
By Enuics hand, and Murders bloodie axe. 

AhOa«»t,his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 

That mettall, that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee, 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft and breatheit, 
Yetartthou'flaine in him •, thou doft confent 
In Lome largemeafureto thy fathers death, 

In that thou feel! thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the model! of thy fathers life : 

Gall it not Patience, gaunt, his Difpaire, 

In fufjferingthus thy Brother to be flaugbtredj 
Thou Ihewefl the naked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee” 

That which in meane men wc intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What fhall I fay ? to fafegardthy ownelife, 

Thebcft wav is, to vengemy giecefters death. 

gaunt. 'Gods is thequarrell, for Gods fubflitutc. 

His deputie annoy nted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death *, the w hich if wrongfully. 

Let Heauen reuengeior I may neuer lift 

B. Aa 
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An angrie anne againft his mini fter. 

Duch. Where then alas may I complaint my fel'fe? 
c jaunt. To God,the Widowes Champion and defence. 
Ditch. Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Couentiy, there to behold 
Our Coofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

G fet my husbands wronges on Herfoirds Speare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breaft. 

Or if misfortune milTc the firft carrier, 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauie in his bofome* 

That they may breakchisfoming Couriers backe,. 

And throw the rider headlong in the liftss, 

A catiue recreant to my Coolin Herford . 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefe mull end her life, 

Gaum. Sifter farewell, I muff to Couentrie: 

As much good ftay withtheo;as goevvithme. • * . ! 

Duck, f etonc word morejgriefe boundeth where it fades 
Not with the emptiehollowndfe,bu£ weight: 

I take my Icaue before I haue begunne, 

For forrowendes net when itfeemeth done : . )’ 

Commendemetomy brother Edmuiid Yorkcj . :m -j 
Loethis is all : nay yet depart not fo, ’ 

T hough this be all, do not fo quickly goe; 

][ fhall remember more : Bidd him 5 ah what?' 

With allgoodfpeed atplalhie vifitme. , 

Alacke and what lhallgoodoklYcrke, there fee, 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnifht Walies, 

Vtipeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones; 

And w hat heard there for welcome, bunny grones?-: 
Therefore commend me,let him not come, there, ... 

To feckc out forrow,that dwelseuery where; blew ■ • 
Defolate^defolatewilllhence anddiei : : • . 

Thelafticaueoftheetakesmy.'weepingey.e. Exeunt; 

Enter t he herd Matfhdlland the Djtbf Aumerle. 
tJZfjir, My Lord Aumerle,is Harr.y-Kcr.ford amide?- 
Am. Yea at alfcpo}mtes,and.loHg? to:entsrrm w, , 10 









Richard the Second. 

Mar. The’Dake ofNorfolke fprightfully and bold. 

Stales but the fummons of the appellants 

Aim; Why then the Champions am prepaid, k *■ Y 
For no thing but his Maiclhes approacn. 

The trumpets found the King enters with his Nobles . when taey 
ere fet .enter the Duke c/7fo>fo!ketn armes defendant. 

King. Marfliall demaund of yonder Champion, 

The caufc of his ariuall here in armes, ^ 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceeds 
To fwcarc him in the iuftice pf his caufb. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kinges/ay whothou art. 
And why thou coramcft thus Knightly clad in armes? 
Againft what man thou coitift,and what s thy quarrel , 
Speaketruely on thy Knighthood, and thy oth. 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray,D.ofNorfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(WhichGod defend a Knight fiiould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

T o God, my King, and my fucceeding ilTue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appealcs inee. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arrne, 

T o prooue him in defending of my felfc, 

ATraitour to my God, hiy King, and me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

T he T ritmpets found, enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour 

Kmg. Marfhall aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is,and why he commcth hither 
Thus plated in habillcments ofWarrc, 

And formally, according to our law, 

Dcpofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy namc,& wherefore comft thou hither. 
Before King Trichord in his royall lifts? 

Againft whom comes thou? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Spcake like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heauen. 

T: ■ hi ‘ m 
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Bui. Harry of Herford,Lancafter,and Darbic 
Am I vy ho readie heerc do Hand in Ai mes, 

T o prooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, oil T nomas Mowbray Duke ofMorfolke, 

That he is aTraitour foule and dangerous, 

ToGod ofheauen,King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me lieauen. 

Mar . On paine of death no perfon be fo bolde 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts, 

Except the Martiall and fueh officers 
Appointed to direct thefe faire defignes. 

£V. Lord Martiall, let me kifle my Soueraigncs hand 
And bow mv knee before his Maieftie, 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men. 

That vow along and wearie pilgrimage. 

Then let vs take, a ceremonious leaue, 

And louingfarevvellofour fcuerall friends; 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greetes your highneff 
And<raues to kille your halidand take his leaue.' 

Kmg. We will defeend and folde him in our armies.- . 
Coofin of Her fo r d , a stfiy c au fe is right. 

So he thy fortune in this royall fight : 

Farewell my blond, which ifto day thoufhead,. • 
Lament we mayjbutnot reuengc thee dead. 

Bat. O letno noble eie prophane a teare 
For me,iflbe gordevvith Mowbrayes fpcare 
As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Move bray fight. 

Mv louing Lord I take my leaue of you : 

Ofyou (my noble CoolmjLord Aumarle, . 

Hot ficke, although I bane to do with death, 
ButUiftie,yong,and checrely drawing breath, 

Loe,as at EiigUih feafts fo I regrcct 

The daintieft lafl,to make the end mod fweete. 

Oh thou the earthly Author ofmybioud, 
Wliofeyouthlullfpirit in me regenerate, 

Doth with atwc-fdldcyigpyr’lift me 

preach a viftoriCalmtic ihy i A 
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King Richard the Second. 

Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy bleflings fteele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen coate. 

And furbifh new thenameoflohn aGaunt, 

Euen in the luftic hauiour ofhis Sonne. 

Gam. God in thy gopdeaufe make thee profperous. 

Be fwiftlike lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caslce. 

Ofthy aduerfe pernitious enemie, 

Rowfe vp thy vouthfull bloud,be valiant andliuc. 

'Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 

Mow. How euer God or fortune caftmy lottc. 

There lies or dies, true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft, and vpright Gentleman : 

Neuer did captiuewith a freer heart 

Gaft off hi.s Chaines ofBondage,and embrace. 

His Golden vncontroled Enfranehifement, 

More then my- daunting foule doth celebrate 
This fcaftof battle witlrmkte acluerfarie. 

Moft miglitie Liege, and my companion Peeres, . 

Take from my mouth the Wiftiofhappie yearcs. 

As gentleand as ioCund as toieft, 

Coe I to fight, truth hath aquietbreft. 

Kmo. Farewell (my Lord) fecurely I efpic, \ 

Vcrtuewith valour c ouched in thine eie. 

Order the triull Martiall, and beginne. 

Man. Harrie'ofirIerlbrde,Lancarter,andDarby. 

Receiue thy launce, and God defend thy right. 

Strong asa tower hi hope I cry, Amen. 

Mart. Go beaic thislauttct to Thomas D.ofNorfolke. 
Hcra’d. Marry of Herford,L. ncafter, and Darby 
Standsheere,forGod,his Soueraigne,and himfelfcj 
On paine to be form d falfe and recreant, 

T o prouethe Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray. 

A 1 raitour to his God,his King, and him. 

Aid dares himto fet forwards to the fight. 
titr . Here ftandethThcmas Mowbray D.ofNorfolke, 
B3. Ors 
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On prune to be found fade and recreant, 

Both to befend himfelfc.and to apptoue 
Henry ofHerford.Lancaftcrand Darby, 

To God,his S oueraigne,and to him ctiiloyn.ll, 
Couragioufly,and with a free deilre, 

Attendingbut the fignall tohegiiu 

Mart. Sound Tnunpeti,and fetfoorth Combatants: 
Stay, the King hath thro wne his warder downe. 

jgU. Let them iaV by their Helmets, and their Speares, 
And both return* bailee to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with.vs,and let theTrumpets found, 

While vvereturne thefe Dukes what we decree. 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fliould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered : 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft 

Of ciuill wounds ploughd vp with neighbours Iword; 

And for we thinke the'Eagle-winged pride 

Of skic-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 

With riual-hating Enuie fet on you, . 

To wake our peace, which in our Countries cradit 
Drawes the fvveete infant breath of gentle fleepe, 
•Which fo rouzd vp with boy derous vatuade drummtf, 
With harfh refounding trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And ^rating fhock of vvrathfull yron armes. 

Might from our quiet confines fright fairePeace, 

And make vs wade euen in our kinreds blood : 
Therefore vve banifn you our territories. 

You Coofin Herford,vpon painc of life, . 

Till twice liue Summers haue cnricht our held, 

Shall not regreetcour faire dominions, 

But tread the Granger pathes of banifkment. 

3uL Your vvillbe done •, this mud my comfort oe, 
That Sunne that v varmes you hcere,lhaU Ihine oh me; 
And thofe his golden beames vnto you hcerelent, 

Shall poynt on me, and guild my banifhmcnt. 

King. ‘ Horfolke, for thee renwinesa hcarncr doo 




King Richard the Second. 

Which I with fome vnwillingnes pronounce, 

The flie flow houres fhall not determinate 
The datclefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopelefle word of neucr to returne. 

Breath 1 againfl thee.vpon paine of lire. 

Move. Aheauic fentence,my mod foil eraine Liege, 

And all vnlookt for from your Highncs mouth. 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a lmyrtie, 

As to be cadfoorth in the common ayre, 

Hauel deferued at your Highnefle hands : 

The language I haue lcarnd thefe fourty yearcs-, 

My natiue Englifh now I mud forgoe, 

And now' my tongues vfeis to me no more 
Than an vndringed violl or a harpe- 
Or like a cunning indaument cafdevp. 

Or being open,put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune theharinony. 

Within my mouth you haue ingaylde my tongue. 

Doubly perculiid with my teeth and li ppes, 

And dull vu reeling barren ignorance 
Is made my layler to attend e on me: 

I am too old to idiWne upon an N urfe, 

T oo farre in y cares to be a Pupil! now. 

Whatis thy fentcncc but fpeechlefle deaths 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiue breath? 

Ktng, It bootes thee not to be cofflpafsionatc. 

After cur fentcnccgplayiiing comes too late. 

Movtb. Then thus I turrte mefrom my Countries light, , 
To dwell in folonmclhades of endleflb night: 

Kma Returne againe, and take an oth with thee. 

Lay on our royail Sword vour banifht hands. 

Svvearcby the dutic that y’ovvc to God, 

(Our .part therein 'vve- banifn with your-felucs>) ■ 

T o keepe the oath that vve adminidcr : 

You neuer fhall, fo helpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others loue inbanifhment. 

Nor neucr looke vpon each others face. 

Nor neucr write, regreete, nor reconcile *. 

Thin • 
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This louin| tcmpeftof your home-bred hate, 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofe mcetc, 

To p!ottc,contriuc,or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubiefts, or our land. 

£u!. I fweare. 

Mow. And I, to keepe all this. 

TuL Norfolke,fofareas tomineenemie: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifht this frayle Sepulchre of our fleih, 

As now our flefh is banifht from this land. 

Confefle thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou half farre to go,bcare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie foule. 

Mom" No Bullingbrooke,if cuer I were tray tour, 
My name be blotted from the Booke ofhfe, 

And I from Heauen bauifht,as from hence : 

But what thou art,God,thou,and I,do know. 

And all too foone(Ifeare) the King lhallrew : 
Farewell (my Lcige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue baclce to Eogland,all the world’s my way. 

King. Vncle,euen in the glaflfcs ofthine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpcft 
Hath from the number of his banilht yeares 
Pluckt fourc away, fixe frozen Winters Tpcnt, 
Returne with welcome home from banilhment. 

r Bul. How long a time lies in one little word? 

Foure lagging Winters,andfoure wanton Springs, 
End in a word 5 fuch is the breach of Kings. 

gaunt . I thanke my Liege, that in regard ounce* 
He fhortens foure yeares of my Sonnes exilej 
But little vantage fhall I rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 

Can change their moones, and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dried lampe,and time bewafted 1 ight 
Shall be extinft with age and endlefie night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my Sonne. 




Richard the Second » 

Xinf, Why Vnckle,thou haft many yeares to Iiue 
Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft 
Shorten my dayes thoii canft with fullen forrow 
And plucke nights from me, but not lend a 
*fhou canft helpe T ime to furrow me witl 
But ftoppe no wrincklein his pilgrimage 
Thy word is currant with him, for my dea 
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my 
itwg- Thy Sonncis banilht with good 
Whereto thy tongue, a party,verdi£i: gaue, 

Why at our iuftice feemft thou then to loi 
Gaunt. Things fweete to tafte,prooue in aigeiuon 
You vrge me as aludge,bui I had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger,notmy child. 

To fmooth his fault I would hauebeenmoremi 
Apartiall flaundcrfoughtlto auoyde, 

And in the fentence,my ewne lifedeftre 
Alas, I lookt when fome of you Ihould 
I was too ftri& to make mine o wne away 
But you gaueleaue tomy vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofin farewell,and V ncklebid him 
Sixe yeares we banifh him, and he lhall go , 
tAu. Coofin farewell *, what prefence 11 
From where you do remaine, let Paper 
* Mar*. My Lord, no lcaue take I, for 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thou 
That thoureturneft no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

“When the tongues office fhould be prodigail, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the Heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefeis but thy abfence for a time. 

'Bui, Ioy abfent,griefe is prefent for that time. 
gaunt* Whatis fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 

Bui. To men in ioy, but griefemakes one hourc ten. 
Gaunt* Calljt a trauahe that thou takft for pleafurc. 

C* Mid. 
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’But. My heart willl figh when I mifcaU it fo, 

Which fancies it an inforced pilgrimage. 

gaunt. The fullen paffage of thy wearie fteps* 

Efteeme a foyle wherein thou art to fetj 
Thep reciouslewell of thy home returne. 

73 ,//. May rather euerie tedious ftride 1 make. 

Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wanderfrom the Ievvels that 1 loue: 

Mufti not firue a long apprentifhooti . 

Toforren paffagcs,anci in the end; 

Hauing my freedomc,baaft of nothingeife, 

But that I was a iourncy man to griefe? 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifits. 

Are to a wifemahports and happy hauens. 

Teach thy nccesfitie to reafon thus. 

There is nexvertue like necesfitie : 

Thinke not the King did baniih thee 
But thou the King, who doth the hcauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne, : 

Go,fay I fent thee forth to purchafe honour^ 

And not the King exilde thee ', or fuppofe 
Deuouringpeftilencc hangs in our airc. 

And thou art flying to a frelhcr clime : 

Lookc what thy foule holds deere, imagine it 
To iy that way thou goeftjnot whence thou comft i 
Suppofethefingingbirds mufitions, ,, 

The grafle whereon thou treadft,the prefence ftrowoe,:. 

The ‘flowers, faire Ladies, and thy. fteps, no more 

Then a delightfull meafure or a daunce, 

For <; nailing furrow hatnlefle power to bite 
Theman thatmecks at it andfets it light. 

7?h /. O’n who canhold a fibr in his hand r . 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafiis ? 

Or cloy thehungry. edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinking on fantaftick fummers heat} • 7 
Cihao,thc apprehcnfiojB of the good ... 









Richard the Second. 

Giuesbut the greater feeling to theworfe : 

Fcilfprrowcs tooth doth neuer rancic more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. 

g a urt. Comccomemy tonne, lie bring thee on thy way, 

Hadlthy voittli and caufc, [would not flay. 

Hui. Then England? ground farewell, fweete folk adiew. 
My Mother and my nurfe that b cares me yet. 

Where ere I wander,boaft of this l ean , 

Though banilht, yet a true borne Englilhman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King ivith'Btifli^&c.at ene doore,mdthe 
Lord Auttutrle «r the other. 

King Wedidobfcrue. Coofin Aumarle, 

•How farre brought you high Herford on his way? 

g.Aum. .-Ibrought high Herford, if you call him fa, 

But to the next high vvay.and.there I left him. 

Kwg. Andfay,what ftorc of parting tcares were ftied? 
Auvt. Faith none for me, except the Morthcaft w inde. 
Which then bkw bitterly againft our face, 

-Aw akr the Ileepic rewmc, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with ateare. 

King. What faid your coofin when you parted with him? 
Ait. Farewell, and for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word that taughtme craft, 

T o counterfaite oppreftion of fuch griefe. 

That words feemd buried in my forrowes grauc : 

Marry would thc word Farewell h aue lengthnedhourcs, 
And added yeeresto his ihortbanifhment. 

He ill 3u Id bauehad a volt me of fare w els : 

Butfince it would not, he had none of me. 

Kmg. Heisour Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

Whentinjc foall call him home from baniftiment, 

Whether our kinfman comes to fee his friends. 

Our fclfe and Bu&ie, 

Obfcrued his courtfiiip to the common people. 

How he did feeme todiue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, 

Withteuereace he did throw away on flaues„ 

C t Wooing 
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Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of finilcs. 

And patient vnderbearingof his fortune, 

As twcrcto baniili their affects with him,. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oy Iter-wench, 

A brace ofDraymen bid God fpeed him welt, 

And had the tribute of his fnpple knee, 

With thankes my Countrey-men,my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

And he our fubieftes next degree in hope. 

Cjrecnt. Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts. 
Now' for the Rebels which (land out in !rf»nd y 
Expcdientmannagemuft bcm;idr(my Liege) 

Ere further leyfure yecld them fuither meanes 
For their advantage, and your highneffc lolle. 

'King. We will our felff in perfon to this Warre, 

And for our Cofters,with too great a Court 
And hbcrall larges, are growne fomewhat light y 
We are inforft to faime ourroyall Realrnc, 

T fie reuenue whereof ihatl furnilh vs : 

For our affaires in hand if that come ihort, 

Our fubflitutes at home lhali liaue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men arc rich, 

They Lhali fubfcribc them for large fmnmes ofGold, 

And fend them after to fupply our wants, 

For we will make lor Ireunz prefendy. 

Enter u ub niX'Vti . 

Hufh. Old Ivhn ofGaunt is gricuous fkke,my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fen t port haft 
To intreate your Maieftie to vifkhinu 

Km <> . Where lies lie} 

r Bnf AtElvhoufe. ' 

Kw£. Now put if (God) into the Phifitionswmdfe^ 

To helpe him to his Grauc mimediady: 

Thelyning ofhis Coffers lhali make coates, 
TodeckeourSouldiours for tbefe hi(h Warrcs.- 
Come Gentlemen, kts all goe vifit him. 

Pray God we may make haftcj and come too hte : . 

a** mt, 
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King Richard the Second, 

EntalA < h > D^cir.rkf,&‘- 

WmtheKingcomc thaln.avbrcathn.ylaft. 

For they breath trueth that breath their words in pamc. 

He that no more mu ft fay, is liltcned more , 

Then they whom youth and cafe hath taught to ^lofe. 

More are mens ends markt,then their hues before: 

The fetting Sunne,and Muficke at the glote, 

As the laft tafteof lweetes is fweeteft laft 

Writ in reniembrancc.raore then th urges long pal t. 

Though Ruber* my hues counfcll would not hcare, 

Mv deaths fad tale may yet vndcafe his e arc - 

No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds, 

As pray fes ofhis ftate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Mcetcrs,to whole venom found 
The open care of youth doth alway'es liften. 

Report offafhions in proud Ualtt, 

Wliofe manners ftill our.tardie apilh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thru ft foorth a vamtie. 

So it be new, there’s norefpeft how vile, 

That is not quickly buzdinto his earcs? 

Then all too late comes Counfcll to be heard, 

Where Will doth mucinie with Wittes regard. 

Dire Anot him whofe way himfclfe will choufe, 

Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou look. 

CjaxKt, Mee thiirkes I am a Prophet new infpirdc, 

Andthus expiring,do foretell of him; 

His rafh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft : 

For violent fires foone bttmc out themfclues, 

Small (howers laft long, but fodaine ftormes arc fliOK : 

He tde-s betimes, tliatfpurs to o faft betimes. 

G 3 With 
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With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder, 

Light Vanitie,infatiatc cormorant. 

Con fuming meanes foone prayes ypon it felfe: 

This royal! throne o£Kings,thi-s Sceptred He, 

This earth of Maicfti.e,this feate of Mars, 

This QcbetEden,demie Paradice, 

T his Eoretrelle built by Nature for her felfe. 

Again!! infection, and the hand ofWarre* 

This happy breedc of Men, this little World, 

This precious Stone fet in the liliicr fea, 

Which ferues it in the office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moatc defen flue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie oflcfTc happier Lands : 

This blelTcd plottc,.l!iis Earth, this Rcaline.this Englautj 
This Nurfe, this teeming wotnbe of royall Kings, 
Feardby their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned in their, deedes as farre from home. 

For chriflian fcruice ancktruc chiualtie, 

As is the'Sepulchrein ftubborne’Tewric, 

Gf the worldes ranfotf>e,b!efled Maries fonne : 

This land of fuch deare foules,this deare dearc land} 
Deare for her reputation through the world, 

•Is now leaccd out (I die pronouncing it) 

.Like to a T cnement,or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whofc rockieflroare beates baclce the enuious fiege 
Gf vvatry Neptune, is now bound in with fharac, 

With Inkie b!ottes,and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That Englandithat was wont to conquere others. 

Hath made a ihamefull conqucfl: ofit ftlfe : 

Ah would thefcandall vanilht with my life. 

How happy then were my enfuing death*, 

Toikt. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coks being rag’de, do rage the more. 



Enter the Kir. gaud Quftnt } ($rc. 

Quctnt. How fares our noble V nclc Lancafter? 

Kmg.- What comfortimn? how ift with aged Gaunt? 

v* <ja09 
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King Richard the Second. 

GaiKt. G how that name befits my compofition, 
Old Gaunt in deede,and gaunt in being old y 
Within me Gricfe hath kept a tedious fair. 

And who ab Raines from mcate.that is not g 
For fleeping England, longtime hauel 
Watching treedes leanenehe,lcarrencfte is all 
The pleaFure that fome Fathers foede vpon 
Is my ftriift faft,I meanc my Childrens lookes. 

And therein, faff ing haft thou made me \ 

Gaunt am 1 for the graue.gaunt as a graue, 
Whofehollow wombeinherites nought bi 
King. Can ficke men play fo nicely wi. 

Gmnt. N 6,miferie makes fport to mocke 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

O mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee; 

King. Should dying men flatter thofe that hue?'- 
Gaunt. No, no 5 men liuing, flatter thofe that die. 
King. Thou now a dying fayftjthou flatterelf me. 
Gam. Oh ho, thou dieft, though I the ficker be. 
King .. I am inliealthyl breath, I fee thee ill . 

Gam. Now he that made me.knowes 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee feeing ill,. 

Thy death-bed is nolefler then the 1 "~ J ' 

Wherein thou lieft in reputation fick 
And thou too careleffe patient as thou , 

Commit!! thy armovnfed body to the cure 
OfthofcPhifitions that firft wounded thee: 

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Cro wnc. 

Whofc compaflers 110 bigger then 
And yet inraged in fo final! a verge, 

The waftcis no whit lefler tlien thy land: • 

Oh had thy Grandfire with aProphets eye, 

Seene how his fonnes fonne fhouid deftre 
From Foot th thy reach he would ! 

Depofing thee before thou wert ] 

Which art poffeft now todepofe 
Why Coofin,vycrtthou regent of the world, 

It were afhame toilet this Land by Leafe; 
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B ut for thy world enioying but this land. 

Is it not more then ftiame to fhamc it fo? 

Land-lord of England art thou now not, hot King, 
Thy ftateoflaw is bondflaueto the law. 

Ana thou. 

King. Ah lunaticke leane-witted foole, 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheekc, chafing theroyall blood 

With nirie from his natiuc refidencc. 

Nov v by my Sea tes right royall maieftic 
Wert thou notbrother to great Edwards fonne, 
Thistonguethatrunnesfo roundly in thyhead, 
Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent fhoulders. 

Gaum .Oh fpare me noi my brother Edwards fonne. 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne : 

That blood alrcady,IikethcPellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkcnly carowft: 

My brother Gkeefier, plaine well meaning foule, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy fouies, 
May be a prefident and witnes good. 

That thou refpettftnotfpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkinanes be like crooked age, 

T o crop at once a too long withered flower. \ 

. Liue in thy fhame,but die not fttame with dice : 
Thefc Woedes hereafter, thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc,thatlouc and honour haue. 



King. And let them die, that age and fullens haue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

T orkf. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
To wayward ficklyncs and age in him : 

Hcloues you on my life, and holdes you deere. 

As Harry Duke of Herford,werc he heerc. 

King. Right,you fay true j as fitrfords loue, fb his : 
As thcps,fonuae,andocasitis. 




-nr-**' s 

Richard the Second. 

nmi. .MyLfegvUS-* commendshimto your M» 
King. Whatfaycshee? 4 

•North. Nothing, all is fayd $ 

His tongue is now a ftringlcfte mftrument 
Wordes hfe.and all, old Uncafttr hath fpent. 

York’ Be Yorks the next that muft be banckrout fo. 
Though Death be poorest ends umorldl wo. ^ 

King. The ripeft Fruite firft falles.and fo dothhe j 
His time is fpent, our pilgrimage mult be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irijh Warres : 

Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headeo kernes, 

Which liue like venome, where no venome elle 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to hue. 

And for thefe great affayres do aske fomc charge. 
Towards our afsiftance we do feaze to vs. 

The Plate, Coyne,Reueneues, and moueables 
Whereof our Vnckle gauntdid ftandpoflelt. 

Yorke> How long fhall I be patient? Ah ho w long 
Shall tender duetiemakeme fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death, nor Herfords banifhment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke 
Abouthis marriage, nor my ovvne difgracc, 

Haue euer made me fewer my patient cheeke, 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraignes face : 

I am thelaft of the noble Edwards fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince ofWales was firft. 

In Warre, was newer Lion ragde more fierce: 

In Pcace,was neuer gentle Lanibe more milde 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman : 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

Accomplifht with a number of thy houres 5 
But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his Friendcs : his noble hand 
Did winne what he did fpend,and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had wonne: 

His hand s were guiltic of no kinred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 
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OK Richard 1 York e is too farre gone with gricfe, 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 

King. W hy “V nckle,wh«s the matter? 

Trrkf. Oh my liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

Ifnot.T plcafd, not tobe pardoned, am content with all; 
Seelctybu to feize and gripe into your hands, 

Theroialties and rights of banifht Herford? \r >. , 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herford liue? 

Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre? 

Is not his heyre a w'elldeferuing fonne? 

Take Hcrfordes rights away,and take fi-om time- 
His Charters and his cuftomaric rights y 
Let not to morrow then enfue to day : 

Be not thy felfe y For how art thou a King, 

Buthy faire fequence,and fuccellion? 

Now afore God,God forbid I fay true, w ' • ./: ;7/ 
If you doe wrongfully feize Herfords right. 

Call in the Letters patents tluebe hath- 
By his attournies gcnerall to fue 
Hisliuery,and deny his offered homage. 

You plueke a thoufand dangers on your head,' 

You lofe a thoufand welldifpofed hearts. 

And pricke my tender patience to thofc thoughts, 

Which honourand allegeance cannot thinke. 

King. Thinke whatyou will, we feize into ourhandsy . 
His plate, his goods, his money and his land ; 

Titk^. Ilenotbeby the while, my liege farewell, 

What will infue hereof, there’s none canted ; 

But by bad courfes may be vnderfiood. 

That their euents can neuer kill out good. Txttc 

Ktng. Go Birfhic,to the Earle of Wiltfhire ftraigbt,: 

Bid him repayre to vs to Ely houfe, . 

To fee this bufinefle: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow $ 

And we create in abfence ofourfelft, 

Our Vnclcle Yorkc,LordGouernourofEnglandj 
Eor h e i s i a ft,andal vv ayes, lo ued vs well 

Come 









Richard the Second. 

Come on our Quecnc,to morrow muR we part, 

Be merry, for our .time of ftay is ihort. 

Exeunt King and 'Qutene. Manet T^orth. 

North. Well Lordfs, the Duke oFLancafter is dead. 

Rop. And liuingtoo, for now his fonne is Duke. 

Willougb. Barely in tide, not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both, if iuftice had her right. 

Rofie. My heart is great, but it mull breake with filence, 
iEr’t be disburdened with alibcrall tongue. 

T^ort. Nay fpcake thy mind, & let him nere fpeak more. 
That fpeakes thy words againe,to do thee harme. 

VVitloagh. T end’s that thou wouldft fpcake, to the D. of 
Ifitbefo,outwithitboldly man, (Herford? 

Quicke is mine earc to heare of good towards him. 

Rap. No good atalljthat .lean doe for him ; 

VnlefTe you call it good,to pitty him. 

Bereft and gelded of his Patrimonic. 

Nort. Now afore God t’is lhamc,fuch wrongs are born# 
In him a royall Prince,and many mo 
Of noble blood inthis declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe,but bacely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe, 

Mcerely in hate againftany of vs all, 

That will theKing feucrcly profecutc. 

Again ft vs, ourliucs, our children, and ourheires. 

Rop. The Commons hathhe pild with grieuous taxs% 
And quite loft their hearts. The Nobles hath he fin’d 
For auncknt quarrels, and quite loft their hearts, 

W, olltug fc, And dayly new exa&ions arc deuifde, 

As Blahckcs,Beneuolences,and I wot not what. 

North. Butwhat a Gods name doth becomcofthis? 

Wiilo. W arres hath not wafted itjfor warr’d he hath not. 
But bacely yeclded vpon compromifc. 

That which his noble Aunccftors atchiude with blowes : 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

vtfttd T . l ^ e GfWiltfhire hath the Realmc infarme. 

Ww, The King’s grownebanckroutlike a broken man, 
D * ■ North* 
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‘Ncrt b. Reproach and dcfolution hangeth ouer him.. 
He hath not Money for thefe Irifh Warres, 
Hishurthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke. 

N}rtb; His noble kinfman moft degenerate King t 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempefl: fxng, 

Yet feeke no fhelter to auoyde the ftorme. 

We fee the Winde fit fore vpon pur Sayles, 

And yet we ftrike not, but fecurcly perifh. 

Heffe. We fee the very Wracke that we muft fuffer. 

And vnauoyded fs the danger no w, 

For fuffering fo the caufes ofour wracke. 

North. Not fo,euen through the hollow eyes of death,. 

I efpie life peering $ but I dare not fay, 

How neerc the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wtl. Nay let vs fhare thy thouglits,as thou dortours; 
Rofie. Be confident to fpealce Northumberland, ' 

We three are but thy felfe •, and fpeaking fo, _ 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Lt Tort Elan 
( A Bay in 'Britt tm*) receiude intelligence. 

That Harry Duke of Herfordc, Ray nold L.Cobhaih; , • 

That late broke from theDuke ofExeter 

His brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury , 

Sir Thomas Erpingham,Sir Iohn Ramffon, / _ . , 

SirIohnNorbery,tirRobertWatertOn,&FraritisCom«s, 

All thefc,well funiifhed by theDuke of Brittain*,- • , 

With eight tall Ships.three thotifand men of Warrc, 

Are makilng hither with all due expedience. 

And foortly meane to touch our Northern more: 

Perhaps they haderethis,biit tharthey flay • ' '• 

T he firft departing of the King for Ifeland: . 

If then we /hall /hake offour Countries flauilh yoke; 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Recteeme from broken pftwne the bleroiflit CrovvflC^ 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters guilt, 

A nd make highMaieftie lookedike it felfe,. 

Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurgh* 



Ktftg Richard the Sccotfd, 

Butifyou faint, as fearing to do fo, 

will 0. Hold out my horfe,and I willfhft be there, 

Enter the QMene,Bttfl}ie } anti Hfigoti 
r Bu(h. Madam, y our Maieftie is too much faddc. 

You promift when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide halfe-harmingheauineilc. 

And entertaine a chearefull difpofition. 

Queene. To pleafe the King I did, to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot doo it j y et I know no caufe 
Why I Ihould welcome fuch a guefi: as Oriete, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fwcete a guefi, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againe me thinkes 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripein Fortunes wombe. 

Is eomming towards me and my inward foulc, 

With nothing trcmbles,at feme thing it gneues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

'Bnfh. Each fub fiance of a griefe hath twenty Jhad&wes, 
Which Ihevves likegriefeit felfe,but is not for 
ForSorrowcs eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuidcs one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like pei-fpeftiues, which rightly gazde vpon. 

Shew nothing but confufion.eyde awry, 

Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweete Maieftie, 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Finde foapes ofgriefe more then himfelfe to wade. 

Which lookt on as it is,is naught but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lordes departure weepe net, more is not 

Or ifitbc,tis with falfe Sorrowed eyes, _ (feenc^ 

Which for things true, weepes things imagmarie. 

Queene. Itmaybe fo,butyetmy inward foule 
Perfwades meit is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad j fo heauie fad, 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and lhrinke. 
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The T ragidie of 

Huflu Tis nothin® but conceite(my gracious L«ujy'f) 
Queene. Tis nothin® leffe,ConceiteisiHll denude 
From Tome forefather Griefe,mine is not fo>, 

For nothing hath'begotmy fomething griefe, 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in retterfion that I do poffeffe : 

But whatitis,that is not yet knownc,what 
I cannot name, tis nameleffe woe I wot. 

(jrtwe. God faue your Mai eftie,& well metGentlemea, 

I hope the Kin® is not yet lhipt for Ireland. 

Queene. Why hoped thou fo? tis better hope he is. 

For his deligncs craue hafte,hishafte good hope : 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fbipt? 

(jrecne. That he our hope might haue rctitde his power, 
And driueninto defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land, 

The banifht TSul/in^breokf repeales himfelfe. 

And with vplifted arnies is fafe ariude at Raucnfpurgh. 
Queene. Now God in hcauen forbid. 
t jreene . Ah Madam, tis too true $ and that is worfe: 

The Lord Northumberland,his young fonne H.Picrcie;, 
The Lords of RolTe,Beaiimond,and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful] friendes, are fled to him. 

“Sufh. Why haue you not proclaimde Northumberland 
And the reft of thereuoltin® faftion,tray tours? 

(jreene. We haue, wherevpon the Earle ofWorcefter 
H a th broke his Staffe.refignd his Stewardihip, 

And al the houfheld feruants fled with himto Bullingbrook 
Qiutne. So Greene, thou art the Midwife ofmy woe, 
And BulIingbrooke,«iy forrow-es difinal] heirc : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie, 

And I a gafpin® new deliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woc,forrow to forrow ioynd. 

£u(h. Difpaire not Madam. 

Queene. Who fhall hinder me? 

I will difpaire and be atenmitie 
With couetous Hope, he is a flatterer, 
Aparalite,akeeperbacke ofdeath, <' 

Who 
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King Richard the Second. 

Who gently would diflolue the bands oflife, 

Which falfeHopelingers in extreamitie.. 

Greene. Heere comes theDukeofYorke. 

Queene. "With fignes of Warre about his aged necke: 
Oh full ofearefull bufineffe are his lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fake fpeake comfortable wordcs. 1 
York?. ShouidI do fo,I fhoiild bely my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing hues but erodes, care, and griefc. 

Your Husband he is gone to fauefarre off, 

Whilftothers come to make him loofe athome : 

Heere am I left to vnderprop his land, 

Who vveake with age,canaotfupport my felfe. 

Now comes the fickc lioure that his furfet made, 

Now fhall he trie his Friendes thatflattered him. 

Serutugman. My Lord, your forme was gone before I came, 
York.it He was, why fo 5 go all wh ich way it will : 
TheNobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold,- 
And will (I feare) reuol t on Herfords fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my filter Gloccfter, 

Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound. 

Hold take my Ring; 

Seeking. My Lord, I had forgot to tell your Lord /Lip. 

To day I came by and called there*, 

Bur l fhall grieue you to report the reft? 

Yak. What i’ft knaue? 

Scmingm . An houre before I came, the Dutcheffe died. 5 
Yorke. God for his mcrcie / what a tyde of woes 
Comes rufhing on this wofull Land at once? 

I know-no t what to doe : I would to-God 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt himto it) 

The King had cutoffmy head with my brothers. 

What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland? 

How fhall we do for money for thefe Warrcs? 

Come Sifter, Coofin I would fay 5 pray pardon me: = 

Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide feme Carts, , 

And bring away the Armour that is there.- 

Vj entlemen,will y ou go-mufter men?.- 
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7 he T rage die of 

If I know how or which way to order tliefe affayres. 

Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 

Neuer beleeue mee : both are my ktnfemenj 
T’one is my Soueraigne,whom both my oath 
And dutic bids defend : t'other againe, 

Is my Kinfman/whom the King hath wrong’d, 

Whom Confciencc and my Kindred bids to right. 
Wcll,foinewhat wemuftdoe : comeCoofin, 
lie difpofe of you : Gentlemen, goe mufter vp your men, 
And meete me prefen tly atBarckly : 

I Hiould to Plalhie too, but time will not permit : 

All is vneuen,and cuery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 
Exeunt D uk*, & Queen: : ntanentBufbie andCjreene. 

•Bulb: The Wind fits faire for newes to go for Ireland, 
But none returncs. For vs to leuiepower 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpofsible. 
greene. Befides,our neereneffe to the King in loue, 

Is neerc the hate ofthofeloue not the King. 

"Bag. And that is the wauering Commons*, fortheirloue 
Lies in their Purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fo much filles their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bu(l). Wherein theKing Bands generally condemn d. 
Bug. If iudgement licin them, then fo do we, 

Becaufc we eucrhauc been neerc the King. _ 

greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraight toBriu.Caltls, 

The Earle of Wiltfhire is already there. 

Bn(h. Thither will I with you, for little office 

Wilkhe hatcfull Commons performe for vs. 

Except like Curres, to tcarevs all in peeces: 

Willyou goealongwithvs? _ . . 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieuie: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

We three hcerc part, that nere fhall meete againe. , 

Bnfh. Thats as Yorke thriucs to beat backc Bullin., 
Qrttne. Alas pooreDukc, the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where oneon his fide fights, thoufands wiU nie : 
Farewell at once, for once, for all and cuer. 
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King Richard the Second, 

Bufb. Well,we may meete againe. 

•Bag. Ifeareme neuer. 

Enter Hertford : Northumberland. 

Bull. Howfarre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? 

North. Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Gloceftcrfhire, 

Thefe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makesth cm wearifomCj, 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beene as fugar, 

Making the hard way fweete and dele&ablc: 

But I bethinke me what aweary way, 

From Rauenfpurghto Cotfhall will be found. 

In Roffe and Willoughby wanting your company. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufhefle and procefTe of my trauell : 

But theirs is fweetened with the hopeto hauc 
Theprefent benefite that I pofTeffe, 

Andhopetoioy is littlclcffe in ioy. 

Then hope inioyed: by this the weary Lords 
Shall makctheirway feeme fhort,as mine hath done, 

By fight of what I haue,your noble companie. 

•But. Of much lcffe value is my company. 

Then your good words. But who comes here S 
Enter Harry Perfit. 

Tf orth. It is my fonne, yong Harry Perfie, 

Sent from my brother Worcefter whenccfocucr s 
Harry , how fares your V nckle? (of yon. 

H.Ptr. . I had thought my Lordto hauelcarncd his health 
North. Why ! ishe not with the Queene? 

H.Ptr. No my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his flaffe of Qffice,and difperfl: 

The houfliold oftheKing. . 

North. What was his reafon 5 he wasnot fo refoltlde, 
Whenlaft we fpake together. 

HfPer. Becaufc your Lordihip was proclaimed tray tourj 
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Tkc TrAgedie of 

What power the duke of Yovkehad lcuied there, , 

Then with directions y to'repaire to Rauenfpurgh, 

2{ortb. Haue you forgot the duke pf "fyr*ordfc<iy£ 
ft . Ter. Nb my good*Lord for thatis notforgot- . 
Which ne'rei did rcmeir.ber,to my knowledge 
jLncucr in my life did looke on hum 

No: tb. T hen 1 earxie tp know hiip'no w,this is the Dtifeei 
H.Per. My gratiousLordjitenderyoumy feruice, 

Such as itis, being tender,raw, and young. 

Which elder day o^ niallripen andconfirme 
To more approued feruice and d'eftrt. 

Mini. I thanlce thee gentle Tir(i : } and be.furey 
I count mv feite.'in nothing elfc.Fo happy, 

As in a fouknvmtmbring my good friends 
And as my fortune ripens with thy loiiey. 

It ihall.hcftill.tliy true loues recompcnce. 

My heart this couenantmakes,my hanu tnus hales nr. 

Nor:h. How farre is it to '1 *> ,and w fiat fitirre 

Keepes good old Yorke there with his men ofvvarre? 

ft. per. There ITandes the Caftte by yontuft of trees, 

M amfdwi t!i three hundred .men, as I haue neard : 

AndinitaretiieXordesof TorK ,7? :r(;/iy,arf4 ‘ ' 

None el'fe of name and noble efbmatiom 

Nor, Herccome the Lords oi: 'RojJ'. zndWilhn^hby f . 

Bloudy with (purring, fiery red. withhafte. . 

Bui. Welcome n if Lords,! wot your lone pur fuel 
A caniiht t'-aitour : all my treaiiiry 
2 s y tt hr. t vn fe 1 1 thank e s, v v. hi c h more e nn ch t, 

Shall be your loueamUabours recompcnce. 

i-our prefence makes Vs rich moftnobre Lord, 
WiH. A nd farre fiim.punts our labour t;o;attf me ^ 

*BhI: Euermore thadkd’s the j f j* p 

Which tiifmv infant Fortune comes to a 

Qt andes for my bounty : but who comes hecrer 

North. It is my Lord of &*, fytej. $ 1 S!. c ; _. r ' v. 
B,rki!ey My Lordof ^rW my mefiage^toyos , 
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"tichard the Second, 

And 1 muff findethat title myour ton 

Before Lmake reply to ought you lay. 

Bark. MU! akc me not my Lord, t isnot 
race one title ofyour Ho"'"" 
youmy Lord 1 come.wh 
From the moll glorious ofthis 
The Duke ofr,rke, tolcnow what pne 
To take aduantage ofihe abTent time, 

And fright our natiue peace with fclfe- 
Bul. 1 fii all not need tranfport m y w 
Heerc comes his Grace ir. petTon ; Mv 

Turk?. Shew me thy humble heart.andnat tiiy Knee, 
Whofe duety isdecciueable and falfe. 

BuL My gracious 
Torbf. Tut,tut,graccrmenogr 

I am bo Traitors vnckle^ and that v 
Tnan vngrariousmouthgs but prop 
Why haucthofe banifhtand Forbidden legs 
Darde onceto.toucha dull of Engl end* groun 
Butmore than why? Why haue they darde to 
So many myles vpon her peaceful! bofomc, 

Fryting her pale-facde Villages with Warrc, 

And oftentation.p’f defpifed Armes? __ , 
■Comftthoubecau'fetli’annoyntedKin| is h 
Why foolifh boy .theKmgisleft behind, 

And in my-loyall bofomclyes his po wet 
Were I but now Lord offuch hot youui, 

As when braue Gaunt thy father, and thy fclfe, 



O then how quickly (houldthis arme of mine. 

Now prifoaer to the Paulfey, chaftife thee. 

And minifler corrcftionto thy fatilt ! 

Bui. My gratioits YncldCjletme know mv faiiL. 
On what condition (lands it, and wherein? 

Tor hi Euen in condition ofithe word deg. 

In grofie rebellion, and deteftedtreafon : 

Thou art abanilht man, and heere art come, 





J.I1 UlilUijl^ dlllltJ *JV7V4VI tw^nv,, 

Tqf, As I wasbanifht.I was banifht Hcrford,. 

But as I come, I come for Lancafter: 

And noble Vnckie,I befeeclv your Grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my bather, or me tlilnkesin yon 
I fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit thatl lliall (land condemn’d 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Pluckt from my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To vpffart Vnthrifts? wherefore was 1 borne? 

If that my Coofin King be King of England, 

It mud be graunted lam Duke of Lancafter : 

You haue a Sonne, Aumerle,my noble Coofin, 

Had you firft died, and he been thus trod downe. 

He fhould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a father, 

To rouze his wronges, and chafe them to the Bay, 

J am denied to fue my liueric hcere, 

And'yet my letters patten ts giueme leaue. 

My fathers goodes arc all diftrain’d and fold, 

And thefe, and all, are all amide employed. 

What would yoh haue me doc? I am a Subieft, 

And I challenge L aw«, Atturnies are denide me, , 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance of free defeent. 

North. The nobieDuke hath been too much abufde. 
Rep. It ftandes your Grace vpon,to do him right. 
Willohgh.. Bafe men by his endowments are made greats 
York;- My Lords of England, let me tell y ou this; , 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrenges, 

And laboured all I could to doe biro right; ■ 

But in this kind, to comein brauipg Armes, 

Be his owne earner, and cu t ou t his way, 

To find-out right with wrong, itmaynotbes 

And you that do alette him in this kind, 

Chcrifh Rehel!ion,and are Rebels all. 



• Nmh. T-henoblc Duke hath fwome,lris cominfogis 



King Richard, the Second. 

But for his owne;and for the right of that, 

We all haue ftrongly fworne to giue him ayde : 

And let him ne’te fee ioy that hi cakes that oath. 

York?. Well, well, I fee the iffite of thefe Armes; 
Icannotmendeit,I nniftneedes confcfle, 

Becaufe my power is weake,and all ill left : 

Butif I could, by him that gauc me life,* 

I would attach you all, and make you ftoope 
Vnfo the fou eraigne mercy of the King: 

But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you, 

I do x-emaine as newter ; fo fare you well, 

Vnleffe you plcafe to enter in the Caftle, 

And thcre repofe you for this night. 

“Bui. An offer Vnckle that vve will accept/ 

But wemuft winne your Grace to go with vs 
ToBr/ftow Caftle, which they fay is held 
By Ba(he } r Ba^ot ) anclthcir comphcies, 

The Caterpillcrs ofthe Common-wealth; 

Which Ihauefworne to weede and plucke away. 

York?. Itmay be I w ill go with you;but yet He paufc. 

For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Nor friends, nor foes; to me welcome you are, 

Things paft redreffe,are now with mepaft care. 

Enter Earle of Saltsburie/iad a Welch faptaine. 

Welch. My Lord of Sahsburif t \yc haue ftaide ten dayes, 
And hardly kept pur Countrymen together; 

And yetwe heare no tidings from thelCing, 

Therefore we will difperfe our felues : farewell. 

Saltf. Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofeth all his confidence in thee; 

Welch. Tis thought the King is dead,we will notftay, , 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all are withered. 

And Meteors fnght the fixed Starrcs ofheauen : 

The pale-fac’d Moone lookes bloody on the earth, 
Andieane-look’t Prophets whifper fearefull change, 

Rich menlooke fadde,and Ruffians daunce and leapej 
The one in feare to loofe what they cuioy, - 

S'3_ TE®: 




T he T r die of 

.enioy.bv rage and Warre. ’• 

Tlrefc fignes fore-run the death ofKinges. 

Farewell, our Countrymen are gene and fled, 

As well allured Richard their Kin* is dead . 

Sat. Ah Richard / with eyes ofheauy minde;, 

I feethy glory like a fhooting ftarre, 

■Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament, ; ; ■ k : j 

Thyfunnc lets, weeping hi the lowly Weft, 

Witnelling ftormes to come,woe and vnreft-: 

Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes, 

And croflelv to thy good all fortune goes. 

truer Duk of Her ford, Y orb?, Vfortbumbtrland, 

'Bvfhie an dC] re me Prtjenert 
Ball. Bringforth theft men. 

Bufhie and Greene,! will not vexe your forties 
Since prefeutl y your foules raufl part your bodies 
W ith to o mu c h v rgm g your p ernk vs u s 1 i u es , 

For t’wcrc no charity 5 y rt to waftvyour blood 
From oft my hands,here in the view of men, 

IwiUvnfold fome caufes ofyour-death. 

You luuemif-lcd a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in blood andlineaments. 

By you vnhappied and disfigured <leane, 

You haue in manner with your fimfull houres. 

Made a diuorcebetwixt his Queeneand lum. 

Broke die po Hellion of a royall bed, 

And ftaynde thebcutic of a fayreQueenes cheekes, 

With teares drawne from her eyes with your foulc wrongs, 
My felfc a Prince bv fortune of my birth, 

Ncere to theKinginblood,aodneere in loue. 

Till they did make himmrf -interpret me, 

Haue ftoopt my neckevnder your mfiunes, 

And figh’d my Englilh breath in forren cloudes, 
Eatingthe bitter bread of baniflitnent, 

While vou hauefedde vpcnmy fcgniones, 

Difparkt rav parkes,and felld my fcrreft woo , 

From mine oWnc windo wes torne my houiliold > 

Eac »£ outroy impreefe, leauingme no hgne, g au c 
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Ring Richard the Second. 

Saue mens opin.ions^wid,my lining blo.odj. 

To lhew the World I am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more,much m ore then twice all this, » 
Condemns.you to tlie death : fee them dcliuered oner 
To execution and the hand, of death. 

Bafl). More. welcome is theftrokeof death tome;. 

Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell.. 

c/reene, M y comfor t is, that heauenwill take our foulcs 5 
And plagrie iniuftice with the paincsof hell. 

r Bml. My Lord Northumberland, fee diem difpatchts 
Vrickle,you fay, the Quecnc is at your houfe, 

For Gods ftkefanxLy let her beintreated^. 

Tell iier, 1 fend to her my. kind commends 5-. 

Take fpeciall care my greetings he dcliuered. 

York. AGentleman.pfxmneI haue.difpatchti, 

With letters of yoar.loue taher at large, 

Bull. Thankes (gentle Vncftle : )’ come Lords, awav,. 

To hght wJth Gfprfdar and his complices, 

A while jq worke,and after, holiday. , Exeunt, 

Enter t be Kiyfr, A : 'merie, CarieiP &c. 

King. Barkloughly Caftlc calfyou this at hand? 

Amn. i ea my Lord 5 how brook’s your Grace the ayr© 

After your. late to fsing on the breaking Seas? 

%• Needs muft l li Ice it well,Lweepe for ioy. 

To ftand vponmy Kingdomeonceagaine. 

Deare earth ,Idafalute thee with my hand, 

I nough Rebels wound thee with their. Horfeshoofes • 

As along parted mother with her child, 
i«i} c$ fondij with her teai es arid fmiles in meeting : 

5 o weeping, fmihng^rccteTdieemyeaKth,. ° , 

And do t.ieelauour with my royall hands-, 
mde not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

® ° r . w ^ 1 fweetes comfort his rauenous fence. 

Rit letthySp^ersdhat fuckc vp rhy venome, * 

* cauy gatcdT^dSiliejinftheir wayL - 

Z 25 & ^!»oy«nc« to the tree herons fSL 
.Which.widLvf M r E rngftcps do ttamjc thee , \ 

delete.' 





The Trdgcdie of 

Yteld Hinging nettles to mine enemies r 
Arc! when they from thy bofome plucke aflower, 
Ciiard itl pray thee with a lurking Adder, 
Whole-double tongue may with amortall touch, 
Throw death vpon thy Soueraincs enemies x 
Motke not my fenfleife coniurationLords : 

This earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefe ftones 
Prooue armed Souldiers ere her natiue King 
Shall falter vndcr foulc rebellious armes. 

(uri Feare not my Lord,that power thatmade you 
Hath powerto keepe youkingifl fpiteof all.$ 
Themeancstlut heauens yeelamultbe imbrac’t 
And not neglected. Elfe hcauen would. 

And we would notjheauens offer, we refiile 
The proffered meanes of fuccours and redrcUe. 

HemeaneSjtny Lord, that wearc to remifle, 
Whilft Hulling f>ra>fy,through ourfecurity, 

Growes (fro ugand great in fubftancc and in power. 
Kwg. Difcomfortablecoofin,knowft thou not, 

That when the fearchingcie ofheauenishid 

Behind the globe that lights the lower world, 
Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfeene. 
In murthers,and in outrage bloody heere.. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the efterne pines. 

And darts his lightthrough euery guilty hole-, 
Then murders,treafons,and detefted finnes. 

Tire cloake of night being pluekt from off their bat 
<Jeand bare and naked tremblin'? at themfelues: 




King Richard the second-. 

The breath of worldly men cainYoCdepofe "> 
The deputy ele<frcd by the Lord, ■ ' )J[ - 

m ultintifo.ookt hathprefl, 

•olden crowne. 



For euery man! 

To lift Ihrewde fteeleagainftourgi 
God for his %c . hath in heauenlypay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mufi faU, for heauen ftill guardes the right. 

‘ Enter Sdtifh. r, ‘ ; J,rl * 

King. Wekomemy Lordihow farrc offlies your power? 
Sdhjl. Nor neere nor farther off, my gratious Lord : 

Than this wcake amre ; difeonifort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeakeofnothing but-Defpaire, 

One day too late, I feare,my noble Lo: m . 

Hath clouded all thy happy dayes on earth, 

O call backe yefterday, bid Time returne. 

And thou fhalt bane twelucthoufand fighting men: 

T o day, to day,vnhappyday,too late, 

Ouerthrowes thy ioyeS, friends, fortune and thvfiatc : 

For all the Welcicmen hearing thou were dead. 

Arc gone to r Bulingbrooke } <\ ifperftjand fled. 

Jtam. Comfort, my liege, why lookes your Grace fo pale? 
King, But now the blond of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much blond thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafonto looke pale and dead? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie from my fide, 

For Time hath feta blot vgon my pride. 
u4nm. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not King? 

Awake thou covvard,Maieftie thou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twentie thoufan<! names? 
Arme,arme,my name a puny fubieft {flakes 
At thy great glory, looke not to the ground, -[ 

Yee fauourites of a King, are we not high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my vackle York? (heere? 

Hath power euough toferue our tutne : but who comes 
Enter Seroope. 

Scroope, More health and happineflfe betide my-JLiege, 

, ~ Then 






T he T rage die of 

Then can my care tundhtongue deliver him.- 5 ,' 

Kwe. Mine earc is open |nd.my!J®eaf tpsephirck 
Th e worft is worldly jpfie 'thou tanffc vnfold, 

Saypsmy KiflgdomeJkift? Why tvvasmy care. 

And whatlofleis it tp bend efcare?; 

Staines 'BrJhtsfbrookc ttvbeas great nswe? 
Great«)Jh^iiUofe)t^e.Jdf'h©ib'ue;Gddi - • * . 

Week ferric iiiin too, and be his fellow for 
Reuolt our Subreclcs? that we can not mende. 

They breake their fey th to God as '.veil as vs : 

Cry \vop L dcl^'ijdtuiri,ruine,and decay, ■. 

The word is death, and death will hauehis day- 
Stroo. Glad am I, that y our Hi gimefFe is fo amide 
To bcare the tydings of calarnitie, 

Like an vnleafonabk dorjnieiday. 

Which roakye the dluerlliucrs.drowne their diores. u 
As if the workl’wcrc alldifloindeto tegres, 

-So high abouc his limits fwels the rage 

OfBuilingbrooke,couering your fearefull land 

With hard bright deele^ndhcarts harder then deck : 
White beards iiancyirnid thcir thinneand riaireklTefcalpS' 
Againflithy Mn'icftie : and hoyefwith womens voyces 
Striue to fpeakc higge;anc|.cji'ip their female loynts 
In ftiffe vnvvildic-annes ,againft thy Crowne, 

T h v very beadf-men I e?rnt to bend their brovves, , 
Gfdoubk fatail j,Voc agyiafith}' date. 

Yea diftade women >nyn.v>ag«er»die bilks.:- 

Again ft thyi^te liotjr y^ang and ol d rebel!, ,•<>' ; 

A>id all gees woife then 1 1 iaue pow er to tell . 

Kwo. To weiijto yrfI!:tho.h tel fra tale fo ill- 
Where isthe£afkQf'yV^tO>irc ? where is Bagot?. . 
What is become vvh*tfii.s Greene? ? 

That they hatie let tire dangerous encmie 

Meafurcour confines withfuchpcacehiil dtps? . . - 

if we preuaile, their heads ikali pay for it : . ■ 

I w arrant they haue mady peace vyith Bullingkopk^;: : ■ 
Scro. Peace haue they madewuh him indeedemy Lor . 



King Richard the Second. 

Dogs eafilywptmc to fitwneonratiynian. aicl 
Snakes in my heart blond warmd,that (fine my heart * 
Three Iudaftes, each one, thrice worfethenmfas. 
Would they, niake peace ? terrible hell. ^ ; 

Make warre vpontheirfpo.ttedfouksfbrthis. 

Scro. Sweete loue's(t fee) changing!: bis property 
TurnestothfefowredandmoddcadiLhate. .h 

Againe vneurfe their forties, their peaceis made. 

With head, and notwith hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue felt the word ofdeaths dedro.ying wound, 

And liefudlow grau'd in tbe hollow’ ground. 

Aitm. Is Bu line, Greene, and the Earle of Wiitdiire de 
& ». Yea.allofthem at Endow loft tneir heads. 
Aunt. Whereis the Duke mv father with his power? 
King. No matter where,of comfort no man fpeakc. 
Lets talke pf gr^e,§,9pwovmes,and Epitaphs, 

Make dud our,p.ap.cr, and with ranie eyes h ? 

W ri te forrovypn thebofomeofehe earth. < L r • 

Lets chopfe Executors and ralkciof waits r’. 

And yet not fo, for vyhat.can w e bequeath’, 

Say.ejSMjf depofed bodies to the ground? 

Our lands jOpj'diupS jand all arc Bullingbrooks, 

And nothing can wec-all onr ownp,but death. 

And that fmall modellofthe barren earth, 

Which feruesas pade and couer to our bones. 

For Gods fakelet vS fit vpon the ground. 

And teUfhdftoites ofthedeatkofKings, 

How fome haue beenc depofde,fome daine in war. 
Some haunted by the ghods.they hatiedcpofed, 

Some poyfoned by-tlieir wiwes/ome deeping kild. 

All murthered : for within thc hollow Crowne 
That rounds tjie-mortall temples of a King, 

Keepcs death His court, anditherCthe antique fits, 
Scoffing his ftate,and grinning at his pohmc. 

Allowing him a breath, a little fceanc, 

T oMonarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 
mruling him with fclfe andvaine conceit. 

As if this '.which wall?? a bout our life, 
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WereBrafte impregnable :: and huroord thus, 

Comesat tliekfhand with a lctde pm, : 

Bores throughliis Caftl'e wallcs,and farewell King; 

Couer your heades,andmocke not flcfh and blood. 

With fo 1 cm nc r e u e r cnce. thro w away refpeft, 
Tradition,forme,ahd;ceremonious dutie, 

For you haue butmiftookc me all this while, 

3 line with bread like you/ecle want, ' ' ' 

Tafte. griefejiiced friends : fubieffed thus. 

How can you fay to mee,I am a Kin? 

Qirl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’re fit and waile their woes 
But prefentjy preuent the wayes to wayle, 
Tofearethefde,fincefeare opprcfleth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakenellc ftrength vnto your foe, 

And fo your follies fight againft your felfe 
Feare,and be fkine,no worfe can come to fight ' 

And fight and die,is deathdeftroyingdeatVh ■ ' . * , r 

Where" fearing dying, paves death feruile'hreath: ’ <r ' > ; 

A urn. My Father" hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnetomakeabodyofalimme. ; 

Km%. Thou chid line well; proud Hullingbtoofcjlcome, 

To change blow es w ith thee for our day of dObixie: 

This Ague-fit of feareis ouerblownej 

An eafie taske it is towinne our owne . • y nnfr: ":,' 

Say Scroope, Where lies our Vnclclc with hi^ power? 

Speakc fw eetely man, although thy lookes Be fowyr. 

1 Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of tH^ki'V • ^ ;; 
The ftate and inclination ofthed^y 5 : - >£ ‘ ' V; 

So may you by my dulland heau-y eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier talc to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall, 

To lengthen outthe vvorft that mu ft be fpoken ; 

Your VncklciV/^ is joyn’d with Hullrngmok. 

And ail your Northerne Caftles yeelded V.p, 

Arid all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 

Vponhispartie. 

King. Thou haft Menooghi tun . /i- - -'o 

Beflire w .thee Coofin which didft lead me roor tn q£ 






King Richard the Second. 
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Ofthatfweeteway I was in to difpairc. 

What fiiy you now? What comfort haue we now? 

By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Goe to Flint Caft'e.there He pine away, 

A King woes flaue, (hall kingly woe obey: 

That power I haue; difchargegmdletthemgo 
To eare the lind that hath fome hope to grow *• 

For I haue none; let no man fpeakc againe 
To alter this, for counfell is but vaine. 

Aum? My Liege olie word. 

King. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue : 
Difcharge my followers, let them hence away, 

From 'Richards night, to 'finlhngpruoks faire day. 

Enter Hull' York?, North. 

Hull. So that by this intelligence we learn e. 

The Welchmen arc difpearft,andSalisbury 
Is goneto meetc the King;Who lately l anded 
With fomefew priuate friends, Wpon thiseoaft. 

North. The newes is very faireand good, my Lord: 
Richard -not&tcc from hence hath hid'nis head. 

To>l{. It would bfefeeme the Lord Nbrth'umberland, 
Tofay,Kihg7faiMnf; akeke the heauieday, 

When fuch a facred-King;fhould hide his head. 

Njirth. Y our Grace miftakes ; bnely to be briefe, ^ 

Left I his title out. 

T or. The time hath biipfhould you haue bin fo briefe with 
He would haue binfo-biiefe to'fhbrten you, “ ' (Ilfm, 
For taking fo thehe.idyyour Whole deads kftgth. ' 

Hull.. Miftakfe not (Vnckle) further then you flibuRL 

Tor\. Take not(good Coofin) further then you fhould, 
Leaft yotf fniftakediC-hcadehs^reciuef ybiir heads. ‘ ’ 

Huil. ' 

Againft their vvilles.^utjwho cbittes lieCrb? ' Knttr Perefa 

Welcome Harry : W hat, 'wilt not t : his^Caftl« yeeld? 

H.Tercie, TheGafttedtftbjbtlly m&nd my Lofdv ' ; , 

AgainftthyemrancC 1 - : r: '- r 

f 3 - Hull. 




















T r. ! i TrdgUdiC 

Bull. R o y all y,\vhy it cotetaines no 
fd.Per. Yes (my good Lord) ;• .-ot 

It doth containe a King, King Richard lies 
Within the limits oflyon 1 line and lions, 

And with him the Lord Aumerlc, Lord Sails cunt 
Sir Stephen Scroop c,b elides a Gleargie mail 
Of holy reuerencc, who I cannot leame. : .y y: 

North. Ohbelikcitis theBifhopofCarleill; . !j 
Bull. Noble Lord's, - 
Go to the rude ribbes ©fthat ancicrit CafUc, 

Through brafen T riunpct fend the brta.thofparlee 
Into his ruinde eares,and thus deiiuer. t r: . 

H. Bull.cn both his knees.doth kille king Riclia 
. And. fends al Icagcance and true fay til of heart 
To his royall perfon thither come 
Euen at his feete,to lay yny arraes and power:. 
Prouided,that nay b-ynilkment repeald, r. <. ? 

And lands reftoiedagainobefr.eeLy graunted; nr 1 
Ifnot,Ile vfc the aduaptagefof my-poyfer, 

And lay thefunimers duff withlhowres of blood, 

R amdc from the woundcs pflljuightered Eughfhnn 
The which, how far off flonvth§ minde dfRnllingbi ~ — 
It is,fuch. enmfon temped Ihould be drench 
The liefligreeue lap of faire King Ricliards land, 

My Hooping duetie tenderly fliallflicw. 

Go fignifie as much, while heere we march 
Vpon the gratlie carpet of this plaine; 

, Lets march without the npyfcnfithreatAingdrumhae, 
That from this Caflles tattered battlements, 

()ur fairc apppyxitments may be wellpcrufdc. -.1; f.j . . 
Mqthinkes IC/ng Richard and my felfe Ihould meets 
With no lcflc teri'our then tlie-Elcnients T 

Of Fire and Watcr^when their thundring fmoake, 

At meetingtea{ 9 ?the cloudy checkes of heaueii. 

Be he the Eire, tie jseahe ycelding Water; 

The rage be his,w,hilfi.on isfligne- c ur ; 

My Water’s on the eardgand notqii .him: 

March on,and mtukc Jvuig Richard h,ow he Iook$s,' 
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The Trumpet found ^RkkardctpptzYetb on the wall#. 

Teel. Seefec.King Richard doth himfelfe appears. 
As doth theblulhing difeontented Sunnc 
From out the fiery portal] of the Eaft, 

When he psreeiues the enuious cloudcs are bent 
To diinme his glory, and tbiflainethc tracke 
Of his bright pafFage to the Occident. 

Yefkf. Yet lookes lie likc'aKing.behold his eye, 

As bright as is the Eagl&l, lightens foorth 
ControllingMaieftie; alackefor woe, 

Thatany harmeuiould flainefo fairc aihew. 

King '. Wc are amazd,anc[ thus long haue wc Hood,' 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe the law'fullKing : • 

And if we be, how-dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay theirawefv.il dutie to our prefence? ■ 

Ifwe be not,lliew vs the handofGod 
That hath difmill vs from our Stcwardihip : 

For well wc know, no hand of blood and bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle ofour Scepter, 

Vnlefielie doprophane'Heale^orVfurpe : 

And though you thinke.thatal l as yo u haue done, 
Haue tornetheirfoules, byturning them from vs, . 
And we are barren and bereft of friendcs : 

Yet know.my Matfter GOE> omnipotent, 

Ts mufler'ing in ]iis cloudesonour behalfe. 

Armies ofPeftilencc, and they/ilaal! fir ike. ; . 

Your Children pet .v-aborn?,anc! viibegot, 

T* hat lift your vaEaikliahdesagiliftiBiy head. 

And threat the glory of my predoiirGrawne. 

Tell Bullingbrookigfer yoh uiectlitnlcesheflands^. 
That euery Hride he makes vp^nunydauid, 

Is dangerous treafoiv? he is coins f® open 
The purple teft ament of bleied mg Warrc. : 

But etC;tbe:Grownerhe lookes fof,liue in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody, tVp.vvnfs.ofmothers fonnes, - . 
Shall ill become the flower pLEnglands face, 

Change the complexion QfjievMayd-palc pcace, 
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beat both thee and mee 
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To fcarlet !nd ignaron ,and bcdcavv 

Her paftors grade with fay thfiili Engl ifh blood. 

T^orth. ThcICing ofheauen forbid, our Lord the King 
Should fo with ciuili at;d vnciuillamies 
Be rufiitvpon.Thy thrifenoble Coo fin, 

Harry Bullingbroolce. doth humbly lade thy hand, 

And by the honourable Toxnbehe fweares, 

That (lands vpon your royall Grandfires bones, 

And by the royalties ofbothyour bloods 
Currents that Ipringfrom one mod gracious head. 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

And b v the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Compiil! ngall rhatmav befworneor (aid. 

His comming hither hath no, further fcope, 

ThenforKis liniallroyalties,andto begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy royall par tie grannie donee, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to tuft. 

His barbed Steedcs toStables 5 and his heart 
To fay thfull fcrurce of your Maieftic. 

This fweares he, as he is a Prince iii ft: 

And as I am a Gen tlem,I credit hirh. 



— — - j 

King. Northumberland, fay thus : the King retumes, 
His noble Coohn is right welcome hither. 

And all the number ofhis faire demaundes 
Shall be accompli (ht without contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterance thefu haftj 
Spealce to his gentle hearing kind commendes: 

We do dehafe our felucs(Coofm)do we not? 

T o looke fo poorely,and to fpeake fo faire? 

Shall we call backeNorthumberland,and fend 
Defiance to the traitour, and fo diet 
Aam. No good my Lord,lets fight with gentle wordes, 
Till tiinelend friends, and friendes their^ielpfull fwords. 

King. Olr Qod,oh God that ere this tongue of mine, 
That laid the fentence of dread bani foment 
On yon proud {nan foould take it off againe. 

With words offooth ! Oh that! w?re as great, 



Uchtrd the Stciitd, 

As is mV griefe,or leflfcr thetvmy name / 
Or thatlfouldforget wh« Ihaueheen 1 
Or not remember what I muft be now , 



Northumberland comes hacke fro Bulhn 
Km What muft the King do now’muft hcfuhmiti 
ThcICing lhalldo it : Mufthehcdepofde? 

The King fo all he contented : Muft he lootc 
The name ofaKing? aGods name let it goe ; 

He ^iuc my jewels for a fet of Bead-es : 

Mv gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitages 

Mv gav AppareU,for an Almef-mansOovvact 

My figurd e Goblets ,for a difo of Wood : 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffer 
My Sublets, for a payre of earned Samfts : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Grauc, 

A little little Grauc, an obfeure Grauej 
Or, 11c beburiedintht Kings hie way, , 

Someway of common trade, where fubieites teet€ 

May hourely trample on their Soueraignes hcadj 
For on my heart they tread now whilft 1 hue : 

And buried once, why not vpon .nay. head? 
tyfurntrle^thow weepeft (my tender-hearted Coo&n) 

Wcelc itiake foule weather vvithdefpifcd tcarcs* 

Our fishes, and thcy,fhall lodgethe fummer come. 

And nfakc a dearth in this reuolting land : 

Or foaH weplay the wantons without woes. 

And makefomc pretty match with (heading tcares, 

And thus to drop them ftHl vpon one place. 

Till they hanc fretted vs a pairs of Graues 
Within the earth : and therein lay de •, their lies 
Two kinfemen dig d their Graues with weeping eyes! 
Would not this ill doc well? well well I fee, 

I talke but idlely ,and you laugh at mee. 

Moft mighty Princc,my Lord Northumberland. 

What fayes King Bullingbrookc, will his Maieftic 

Gtuc Richard leauc to liuc till Richarddici 

Q Yott 
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You make a leggc,andBullingbrooke:fayesI. 

North. My Lord, in the bafe court he doth attend, 1 r 
Tofpcaicewith youimay it pleafe you to come downed 
Kmo. Downe,downeI comc > likegliftering.TfM»«», 
Wanting the manage ofvnruly lades. 

In the bafe court,bafe court whereKings grow bate. 

To come at tray tors callcs,and do them grace. 

In the bafe court come ctovmc : downe court, do wne King, 
For ni^ht-owles fhreeke where mounting larks fhould fing, 
B nit. What fayes his Maieftiel 
T^orth. Sorrow and griefe of heart; 

Makes him fpealcc fondly like a franticke mant 
Yethciscome; 

Bull. Stand ail apart, 

And Ihcw. faire.duety to hisMaieflier Hefyeclts dtrrm 

Mv gracious Lord. ... 

Kmg. Faire Coofin.you debafe your princely knee. 

To make the bafe earth proud withkifQngfip: viuili*. 

Mecratherhadmyheartmightfeeleyourlo^ :i y 0 

Then my vnpleafedeyefee your cuttefte^, , . - jjc, ;, 

V p Coo fin-.vp > your, hearti s yp-I?know, > r : , V ( ,f/; 

Xhusliigh aeleaft,afthough.yaur kneebedow,, f 

Bull. My graciousLord,Icoracbutforjaarieowne» ; 

King. Your ©wne is yours,and I my?m $* . > ••••• > 

’Bull. So forrebemine^ymoftrfedoubt^dLord,, 

As my true feruice fhall deferueyour Joye. : . , . , , ■ 

Km%. Welt you dfcfcrue: they well defe«#toha^» / 
That know the ftrong’ft andfurefoway toget: < 

V ncklcjgiue me your hands jmay dry your ey es,. 

Teares {hew their loue,hut want their, remedies. . 3 . a 

CoofinJ am too young to be your Father, , Jr I 

Though you are-old enough to be Heytfi, ;r. r'i 
What you will haue, He giue, and willing toor.. ; .j r \ 
For doe werouftjwhatforce willhaue vs doc». -idtr ■ 

Set on towards London, Coofin is it fof 

"Bull. Yeamv good Lord. mntl 

v King. Then I muft no t fay no* ■ ^ : '‘‘~'r^gw9 






fdchard the Second. 

Bnttr the Queenemth her oMnirtlt. 

Out Whatfport fhall wedeuife here in tins garden, 

To driunaway the heauie thought of care? < 

Udy. Madam weelc play at bowles. 

Oneco Twill maketne thinke the world is full of rubs* 
And that my fortune runs againft the bias. 

Ludy. Madam weeledaunce. . ..... 

Outt. My leg 5 cankeepe no meafure in delight. 

When my poorc heart no meafure keepes m griefe s 
Therefore no dauncinp girlc,fome other fpor t. 

Lady. Madam weele tell tales, 

Ouee. Offorrow or of griefe* 

Ludy. Of either Madame. 

Quee. Of neither girle. 

For if ofioy, being altogither wanting, 

It doth remember me the more offorrow S 
Or if cf griefs, being altogither had 
It addes more forrowto my want ofioy : 

For what l hand neede not to repeats, ; 

And what I want it bootes hot to complainC. 

Lady. Madam ilefing. 

Ouee. Tiswelkhatthouhaflcaufe, 

But thou fhoudft pleafe me better wouldft thoii weepe. 
Ltdy. I could wcepcMadams, would it do you good. 
Qute. And I could Gng would weeping do me g ood. 
And heifer borrow any tcare of thee. 

But ftay,herc commeth the Gardiners, 

Lets ftep into the fhadow of thefe trees. 

My wretchednefTe vnto a row of pines. 

They will talkc of ftate, for euerie one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is forc-runne with woe. 

Surer Gur diners. 



ewer u Arawcrs. 

Cfnrd. Goe bind thou vp yon dangling Apricocke*^ 
Which like vnruly children make their fire 
Stoope withopprcftion oftheir prodigall weight i 
•Giuefomc fupportanceto the bending twigs, 

Ooe thou.aud like an execu tioner 
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Cutoff the heads of two faft growing fprayee, 

Thatlooke too loftie in our Common-wealth % 

All muft be euen in our gouernement. 

You thus imployde,! will goe roote away 
The noyfomc Weedes that without profitfucke 
The foyles fertilitie from holfomeFlowers. 

Man. Why Ihouldwein'the compaffe of a Pale, 

Keep e law and forme, and due proportion,. 

Shewing in a mod ell our firme eftatc, 

When our fea-walled Garden, the whole Land' 

Is full of Weedes *, her faireft Flowers ehoaktvp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprund, her hedges ruinde, { ,i 
Her Knots difordcred, and her. holefomeHearhes 

Swarming with Caterpillar*. 

Car}. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffered this difordered Spring, 

Hathnow himfclfe met with the fall ofLeafe: 

The Weedes thathis broade fpreading Leaucs didflielter. 
That feemde in eating him, to. bold him vp. 

Are puld-vp, roote and all, by Bullingbrooke i 
Imeane the Earle gfWilt(hirc,Bufhie, Greene. ’ 

Man. What, are they dead? 

Sard. They arc, _ 

And Bullingbrooke hath feizd the wattfull King. 

Oh what pittie it is,that he had not fo trimde v. 

And dretf his Land ^ as we this Garden, at time of yeerft 
Do wound the bar ke, the skinne of our fruite trees, 

Leaft being ouer-proud with fappe and blood. 

With too much riches itconfound it lew. 

Had he done fo, to great and growing tnen* 

They might haueliude to beare,and he to tarte 
Their fruites of duetie : fuperfluous branches 

We loppe away, that bearing boughes may hue . 

Had he done fo,lhmfclfe hadborne theCrowne, 
^hitWwaftcofidkhoureshathqwt^hrowMdowW* 




\jty' lairiprcii iv utaui 

ThSu old Adams likeneffe fet to dreffc this Garden, 

How dares thy harlh rude tongue found this vnpleafing 
What Etui what Serpent hath fuggefted thee, (newesj 

To make a fecond fall of curfed man? 

Why daft thou fay King Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downefall ? Say, where, when, and How 
Camft thou by this ill tidinges? fpeake thou wretch! 

Gardr Pardon me Madam, litle ioy haucl 
To breathe thefe ncwes,y et wharf fay is true : 

King Richard, he is in= the mighty hold 
OfBullingbrooke rtheir fortunes both are weyde; 

In your Lo. fcale,. is nothing but himfelfe, 

Andfomefew vanities thatnaakehimlight: 

But in the ballance ofgreat Bullingbrooke, 

Befides hirofelfe,are all the Englifh Pceres, 

And with thatoddeSjhcwcighes King Richard downe. 
Port you to London,and you will finde it foj 
I fpeake no more then euery one doth know. 

Quttnc, Nimble Mifchaunce, that art fo lightoffbote^ 
Doth no t thy embaffage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it? Oh thou thinkeff 
T o lerue me laft, tharf may longeft keepe 
Thy forro w in my breaft ; come Ladycs, goe 
T o meete at London Londons King in woe . 

What, wasl borneto thjs, that my faddlooke, 

Should' grace thetriumph of great Bullingbrooke! 
Gardner, for telling toe thefe newes of woe, . . 

Pray GodthePlants thou graftft may neuer grow. Exit, 

Card. Poore Qneene,fo that thy ftate mightbc no worfe 
I would toy skill were fubieft to thy curfe :■ 

Heere did fhjc drop a teare, heere in this place. 

Be fet a baackf oi Row fowre Hearb-of-gracce 
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Rcw.cuciiforRlttth^cere fhortly fhallbcfeene, 

In remembrance of A weeping Quccne, -bn* Exeunt. 
Enter c Bullingbrou\ts^Kmtrie,<mdothea. i ibl : xri 'i 

’Em!. Call foorthBagot. Enter Bagot, 

How Bagot, freely fpeake thy minde, 
whacthoudoft know ofnobleGloceftcrsdcath, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performde 
The blocdie office of his timelefte end. ;* ^'i , r 

•Rent. Then fit before my face the Lord Aumcrle. 

’Bull. Coo fin, ftand foorth, and looke vpomthat man. 
Bagot. 'My Lord Aumerk,I know your daring tongue 
Scornes to vnfay what on celt hath deliuered : 

In that dead time whextGlocefters death wasp lotted, 

I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length, > 

That rcachcth from the reftfullEnglilh court i ' . 

As farreas Gallioeto mine V nckles head? 

Anaongft much other talke,that very time, 

I heart! you fay, that you had rather refufe 

Theoffer of an hundred thoufandCrowncs, _<.d _ • ■ 

Then Bullingbrookcs retumeto England, adding withall, 
How bleft this land would be in this your Coofins death. 

Aunt. Prince$,and noble Lords, 

What anfw ere lhafll I maketo thisbafeman* 

Shall I fo much dishonour my faire ftarres. 

On cqualltearmcs to giue hurt chafti cement? 'f : 

Either I muftiorhauernine Honour foyld- 15 u / 

With the attainder ofhis flaiindcrouslips 
Thcrcis my gage, the manuall feale of death, 

That markes thee out for Hell : thou 1 reft, _ 

And willmaintaine what thou haft fayd^is falfc # 

In thy heart blood, thoughbeing alUoobafe: 

To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword. 

Bull. Bagot, forbeare, thou {halt not take it vp. 

Atm. Excepting one,I would he were the belt 
In all this prefence, that hath mooud me fo. 

Fitz. If thatthy valours ftand on fimpathic, 
ThercismysageAumedciinsagctothm^: 

• T * 
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King Richard the Second. 

By that fdreSunne that fhfwe&mewhefe thou RaKdft,- ~ 

I heard thee fay ,and vauntingly thou fpakft it, .•» i jsb l r { 
Thatthou wert caufe o^fiobk Glocefters death: ■ - ; r; 3 f 
If thou denieft it twentie times, thou ly eft. 

And I will turn* thy fal/hood to thy heart. 

Where it was forged, with my Rapiers poynt. 

Ah m. Thoudarftnot^eowarciyiiuelto fee theday^ 

Fitz. Now by my foulfi^would jt Were this hourc. - 

Jam, Fitzwatersthou artrdamndto hell for this, / 
L.Per. AumerlCjtlicni lieft, his honour is as true, :.< ■ 

In this appeale,as thou art all Vniuft,. 

And that thou ar t fo?,th ere X tlir o w ; mv gage, 

!k 



To proue \toh due l^the extregbwft poynt 
Ofmortall breathing,feizeitiifd?oud,yr , j^ ; ,, i vi.ti ^rl i 
Atm. And ifl do not>may,my ma«fcisw*>i£.. 

And neu er brandi fli morfc fceuengefull ftcele 
Ouer the glittering hdmetofroy fete, ■ - 

Another . 1 I take the earth to 

And fpur thee on.wjtli fuftasaiianylies,. :V m A 

Asitmay.beh^loWedjndiytr«chero.M»eare; •, ul'g iw-.:'-' 
From finne to fume: there is my honors pawne. 

Ingage it to the tryajl; if thou darftv . 

Aum. Whp.fets me elfe ? by beaupn Be thro w at alL 
Ihaueathoiil^dfpirjftsii^o|i*ibr<aft iU .' H 

To ihi « iigv, hr 

S*r. MyLord Fitzwate^I4oiy<mfen|ibe?i^^L 
Theverietime AumeskandiyoH'did^ike, !,», 

Fitz. Tis very truejyou wftc inprefence then* 

And you can witnefte with me this is true. 

Sur, As-felfebyhe^en^^ie^^ijtfel&iQ trqe.v , 
SuerrkthouiieftSi.oJ vur^jui i <ziru\ 

qnmy 

Thatit fhall render veng^e^di-cuengs,, ' f 

Till thou thclie-giijer,andtharlifido lie, . , 

In earth as quiet as thy f^diprs fcjuJl, 

In proofe whereof there is my.honourspawne. 

Ingage Jt toihe tryaUif^oudai-ftk 

?it& 



The Tragedk of 

&'<&. HoW fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfe, 

Ifl dare eate,ordrinke,otf breathe or liue, / : ! • : 

IdaremeeteSurryina WilderiiefFe,W'i: i; 

And fpi t vpon him whilft I fay, he lyes. 

And lyes, and lyes : there is my bond offay th. 

To tie thee to my ftrongcorrettion; - 

AsIinteitdtothriufcinthisnewwoi 1 ld > ; l- ■ • ■ •! : 

^AiiwrfrisguiltieofmyttueappMle.^-i:^ ; : 

Befides, I heard thebani'fhcd Norfolk.' fay: 

That thou *^wwr/<? didft fend two of thy men 
T o execute the noble Duke of Calict. 

Aum. Some honeft Chriftian truftme with-a gage, 

That Norfollce lyes, heere do I throw do wne this, 

If hemay be repealdtd try His honour? 

•Bull. Thefe differences flndUU reft vnder gage, 

Till Norffolkc be rcpcald,repeald he ffiall be, 

And though minceacmic,t , cftor > d againe 
To all his lands and fignories : whenheisfiaurn’d, & 
Agamft Aumerlt we-will inforce his tfyall. . : _ 

Carl. That honorable day foall neuer be feend' ■ 

Many a time hath banillit Norffolke fought 
For Icfus Ch rift, in glorious Chriftian field, 
Streamingtheistifigne of the chriftian Croltc,^ 

Againft Hacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens* , : 

And toyld with worlcesofWarre, retir’d himfclfc 
To Italy, and there at Venice gaue '' • '• ' l 

His tody* to a plcafant countries earth. 

And his pure foule viito his captaine Ghri ft, 

Vnder whofc colours he had Fought fo long. 

•Bui. Why Bilhop,isNorffolke dead? '■■■' ^ 

AsfureasIliiK,myLord.>; .-‘ r, r. 

•But. Sweet peace condu£Fhis fweet foule tomolwW** 
©fgood eld Abraham :L« 



jpeallants. 



Your differences lhall all rtift vtider gage. 

Till wc afsigae you to yourdayesof tryall. 

Ttrks, Great Duke ofjjaiwaftcr, leone to thee, 
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King Richard theSitcnA; 

From piume-pluckt; Richard, who with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heirc, and his high Scepter.yceldcs- 
To t|ie pofiefsion of thy royall hand : 

Afcend his Trone,defcending now from him; 

And long liue Henrie, fourth of that name. 

Bull. I nGods name.Ile afcend the Regall throne. 
Car/. Mar) r God forbid. 

World in this royall prcfencel may fpeake : 

Yet beft befeeming me to foeakc the trueth: : 

Would God any in this noble prefence, 

Were enough noble tobe vprightludge 
Ofnoblc Richard : Then-true noblenclTe would 
Learne him forbearance fromfo foule a wrong. 
Whatfubicftrcarf giuefeutenceon hisKing? 

And who fits not here that is not Richards fubie<fl?~ 
Theeues arc not iiiclged,bi'.t they are by to hcarc, . 
Although apparanU-guiltbe feene in them : 

And fhall the figure ofGods Maicftie, 

His Capt.iine,ftewardydeputy,elc& 7 , 
AnnointedjCiowned.planted many yecres; . 
Bciudg’d by fubieft and inferior breath, 

And he himfclfe not prefcnt?.Oh forfend itGod;., 
That in a .Chriftian Climate foules refinde 
Should /hew fo hainous blackeobfcenc a deed.: 
Ifpcake to fubic&syand a fu bieft fpoakes* 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom yon call King, - 
Is a foule traitour to proud Herefords King, 

And if you crowne him.let me prophefie, ° 

The blood ofEngliili /hall manure the oround, 

And future ages groane for his foule a cl, 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this feate of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin, and kinde with kindc confound s : 

Diforder,horror_,fcareandmutiny,. 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be cald, 

The field of Uolgotha and deadmens skuls, 

n - ‘ ' 




The T rage die of 

Oh ifyou ray fc this houfe againft his houfe. 

It will the wofullcft: diuifion proue, 

That eucr fell vpon this curfed earth : 

Preuent it, refill it, and let it not be fo, 

Leaft child, childes children crie againft you woe. 

North . Well haue you argued fir,and for your paynes, 
OfCapitall treafon,we arreft you here : 

My Lord of Weftminfter,beit your charge. 

To keepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

May it pleafe you Lords, to grauntthe common fuite, 
Fetch hither Ricbardy hat in common view 
He may furrender,fo wc lball proceed without fufpition. 
Torke. I will be his conduct. 

• 'Bull . Lords, you that are heere,are voder our areft, 
Procureyour Suretiesfor your dayes ofanfwercj 
Litle are we beholding to your loue, 

And litle looke for at your helping hands. 

Enter king Richard. 

7 ljch. Alacke why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I haue fhooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd •, I hardly yet haue learnt 
To infinuate,flattcr,bow, and bend my limbes? 

Giue Sorrow leaue a while to tutor me to this fubmUsion*. 

Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men. 

Were they not mine? did they not fometimes cry all hayle 
To me? fo IhJim did to Chnjb, but he in twelue. 

Found trueth in all but one*, Iin twelue thoufand none : 
God fane the King, will no man fay Amen: 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke 5 well then. Amen, 

God faue the King, although I be not hce, 

And yet Amcn,if heauen do thinke lummec : 

To doe what feruice am I fent for hither? 

Torke. To doe that office of thine owne good Will, 
Which tired maieftie did make thee offer j 
The relignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Harry BuHingbrodke. 

Rich. Seafc the Crowne. ! :i M 




King Richard the Second. 

Heere Coofin,on this fide my hand, and on that fide yours: 
Now is this golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes twcfBu elects filling one an other, 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayi e, 

The other downe vnfeene,and full ofWater : 

That Bucket downc,and full of teares,am I, ■ ' 

Drinking mvgricfc,whilfb you mount vp on high. 

•Bulk "i thought you had been willing to refigne? 

Rich. My Crowne I am, but ffill my Griefes arc mine: 
You may my Glories andmy State depofe. 

But not my Griefes, ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bui. Part of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 

•Rich. Your cares fet vp, do not pluckemy cares downe; 
My care is Ioffe of care, by old care don’, 

Y our care is gainc of care by new care won: 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowne, yet full with me they flay. 

Bull. Are you contented to refigne the Cro wne? 

Rlfh. I, no no Ij for, I muft nothing bee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee. ■ 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe: 

I giue this hcauie waight from oflfmy head, 

And this vnweildie Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of kingly fw ay from out my heart : 

With mine ownetcarcs I waflh away my balme, 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue deny my facred flate. 

With mine owne breath releafe all duties rites. 

All pompe and maieftie I do forfwearc, 

My Manners, Rentes, Reuencwes I forgoe, 

My Afles, Decrees, and Statutes I denie: • • 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to mej 
God keepe all Vowes vnbroke that fwearc to thee: 

Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud. 

And thou with all pleafd,that hafi all atchieud: ' 

Long mayft tliou liue ite Richards feat to fit, 

And foone lie Rjchardinan earthwpitu 

Ha V ■ God 




The Trdgcdk of 

God faue King f^wy.vnkingd Richard faycs, 

And fend hinunany yeer.es ofSun-ihipe dayes. 

What more remaines? 

North. No more, but that you read 
Thefeaccufations, and thefe greeuous crimes, 
Committed by your perfon,and your follower^ 
Againft the State and profit oftliis Land; 

Tiiatby confefsingthem,thc foules ©f men 
May deeme that you are worthily depofde. 

T^ch. Muff I doe fo? and mufi I rauell out 
My weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland} 

If.thy offences were vpon record, 

Would it not fliarae thee in fo faire a troope, 

T o f ead a Lefture of them,i£thou wouldft, 

There Ihouldft thou finde one haynous article, 
Contayningthe depofing of a King, 

And crackingthe Ihong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with a blot,damd in the booke ofheauen: 

Nay ofyou that ftand and loeke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchedneffe dothbatetny felfe; 
Though fomc ofyou (with Ttldt ) walh your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittic,yetyou Pilate 
Haue heere deliuer me to my fowre Crofle, 

And water can not walk away your finne. 

My Lord difpatch,read ore thefe Articles. 
R>ch. Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot fee; 

And yet fait water blindes them not fo much, 

Butthey can fee a fort ofTraytors heere : 

Nay, if I turne mine eyes vpon my felfe, 

I findmy felfe aTraytorwith thereft ; 

For I haue giuen heere my foules confent 
T o vndecke the pompous body of a King; 

Made Glory bace,and Soueraigntie a Haue; 

Proud Maieftiea fubiefl, State a pcafant. 

2 Vjirth. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught infultingman, 
Nor no mans Lord ; I haue no name, no title, 



* King Richard the Second. 

No not that name was giuen me at 'the Font, 

But tis vfurpt ; alacke the heauic day 
That I haue worne fo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe. 

O that I were a mockcrie King of Snow, 

Standing before thefunne of Bulltngbrook*, 

To meltmy felfe away in water drops . 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good: 

And if my name be ftarling, yet in Englang 
Let it commaund a mirour hether ftray te 
T hat it may fhew me what a face I haue, 

Sinceit is banckrout ofhis Maieftie. 

Hull. Goe fome ofyou and fetch a Looking-glaffc. 

No rth. Read ore this paper while the Glaffe doth come. 
Rich. Fcindjthou torments me ere I come to Hell. 

Rail. Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland. 

North. The Commons will not then be fatisfied, 

'Rich. They lhall be fatisfied, lie read enough, . 

When I do fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ,and that’s my felfe. 

Giueme the Glaffe : no deeper wrinckles yet? 

Hath Sorrow ftrolce fo many bio wes vpon this 
Face of mine, and made no deeper woundes? 

Oh flattering Glaffe, like to my followers in profperitict 
Was this the face that euery day vnder his 
Houlhould roofe did keepe ten thoufand men? 

Was tlxis the face that faaft fo many follies. 

And was at laft outfaaft by Bullin^brookfi 
A brittle Glorie Ihineth in this face, 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face, j 

For there it is crackt in a hundred Ihiuerss 
Markc filentKing themorall of this fport, \ i 

How foone my forrow hath deftroyde my face. 

'Bud. The lhadow of your forrow hath deftroyd 
The lhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againc :the lhadow of my forrow; 

H* letsfec ; tis very true, my griefe grr Tev • 

tf 3. lies' 
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Lies all within, and thefe externall mannerp 
Of 1 aments are meerely fhadowes to the vnfeene, 

Griefc that fwellcs with filence in the tortured foulc: ' 

And I thankc thee King that notonely giueft 
Me caufe to wayle,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe : lie begge one boone, 

A nd then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

‘Bull. NameitfaireCoofin. - 

Rich. Faire Coofe, w hy ? I am greater then a Kin* : 

For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiefts, 

Being now a fubieft,! haue a Kingheere 

Xo my flatterer being fo great^IUaueno need to beg. 

"But. Yet aske. 

Rich.. And (hall I haue it? 

•Bui. Youfliall. 

Rich. Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bull. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights. 

Bull. GoefomeofyouconueyhimtotheTower. 

Rich. O good conuey,conueyers are you all, 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bull. On Wednefday next we folemnely fet dowae 
Our Coronation-, Lords prepare your felues. 

Exeunt. Mam Weft . Carletll, Aimerle. 

*Abhot. A wofull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come-, the children yet vnbornc, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as thorne. 

Amu. You holy Clergie men, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realme of this pernitious blot? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeakemy nnnde herein, 

You {hall not onely take the Sacrament, , w- - , 

To bury mine intentes,but alfo to efteft. 

What euer I ihall happen to deuife : 

I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow,and your eyes of teare*? 

Come home with me to fu'pper, Relay a plot>.; 

Shall fhew vs all a merry day . Sntt. 




That you in pittie may diflolucto deaw. 

And waflh him frefh againe with true lone teares. 

Ah thou the modell where old T toy did Band ! 
Thoumappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombe. 
And notKing Richard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 
When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe,faire woman,do not fo # 
To make my end too hidden, learne good foulc, 

T o thinke our former ftate a happy dreame. 

From which awakt,thc trueth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweetc) 

T o grimme Necefsitie, and he and I 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to France t 

And cloyfter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liues muft winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our praphane houres heere, haue throwne downe. 

Quetnc. What is my Richard both in fhape and mincle. 
Transformd and weakned? hath Bulltngbrooke 
Depofde thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thru ftethfoorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, ifnothing elfe,with rage. 

To be o’repowerd,and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correftion,mildely kifle the roddc. 

And fawne on Rage with bace humil itie. 

Which art a Lion and a King of beaftes . 

King. A King of Beaftes indeed, if aught but beaft. 








Th&T ra.gcdie.of- 
I had been ftilla-happyKingofmen; 

Good (lometime Queencjprepare thee hence for Funee 
Thinke I am dead, and that euen heere thou takeft 
As from my deatli-bed my lad lining leaue. 

In Winters tedious nights lit by the fire 
With good old (bikes, and let them tell dree tales-. 
Ofwoefull ages long agoe betid?,. 

And ere thou bid good night, to quitetheir griefe, 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend e the. hearers weeping to their beds.: 

For why, the fenceleftc brands will fimpathy 
Theheauie accent of thy mouing tongue^. 

And in compafsion vveepe the fire out; 

And fomc will mourne in aJhes,fome cole.blacke,, 

For thedepofing of a rightfullKing.;. 

unier ISlortkamberUnd. 

T^nrtk. M y Lord-, the minde of 'Bnll:r.gb 4 /coke is changde, 
Y ou mud to Pomfret, not vnto the Tpwer. 

And Madam, there is order tane for you, -r 

With all fwift fpeedyoufouft away to France* ;/ 

Kina. Norti umbtriand, thou ladder wherewithal!- -i 

The mounting afcencLes my throne, 

T he time (hall not be many houres of age 
More then it is, ere foule-finne gathering head,., 

Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke, 
Though-hc deuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe, . 

It is too little, helpin g him to all : 

He. (hall thinke, that thou which know ft the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kinges, yvilhknovv againe. 

Being nere folitle vrgd another way, 

T o plucke him lieadlong from the v furped. throne.- 
Theloue of wicked men conuerts tofeare, 

That fearc,to hatejand hateturncs oneor both.. 

To worthy danger and deferued death. 

T^orth, My guiltbeon my head, and there amend* ‘ 
Take leaue and part,for you muftpart foorthwith. 
Kmg... Doubly diuorc’t, (badde men) you violate 



Richard (he Second . 

A twofold mariage, betwixt my Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me, and mymaried wi fe. 

Let me vn lei fie the oath betwixt thee and me : 

And yet not fo,for with a kifle t was made, 

Part vs T^ortbuw berhnd,! towards theNorth, 

Where lheuering cold and ficknefle pines the clime: 

My Wife to France, from whence fet foordiin pompc, 

She came adorned hithcr,like fweete May, 

Sent backe like Hollo wmas, or fhortft of day. 

Queen. And muft we be deuided? muft we part? 

King. I, hand from hand(my loue) and heart from heart. 
Queene. Baniflivs both, and fend the King withme. 
King. That were fome loue, but litle policie. 

Queen. Then whither he goes,tbither let me goe. 

King. So two togither weeping,make one woe; 

Weepc for me in France, Ifor thee heere. 

Better farre offthen neere be neare the neere: 

Goe count thy way with fighes, Imine with groanes. 
Queene. Solongeft way (hall haue the longeft moanes. 
King. T wife for one ftep lie grone, the way being (holt. 
And peecc the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come,come,in wooing forro w lets be briefe, 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe ; 
Onekiflclhallftoppe ourmouthes,and doubly part. 

Thus giue Imine, and thus take I thy heart : 

Queene. Giucmemy owne againe, twereno good part, 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe, lie gone, 

That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

Ktng . We make Woe wanton with this fond delay, 
Once more adew,the reft let forrow fay, Sxeuni, 

Enter Dukf e/T or\i and the TDutcbep. 

~.!P Htc ’ M Y Lord, you told meyoU wmddtell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

Eorkf. Where did I leaue? 

. Atthat fad flop pay Lord, 

I Where 
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The T rage die of 

Where rude mifgoucrnd hands from windowes tops; . 
Threw duft and rubbiftion King Richards head. 

Take. Then-(as I fayd) the Duke great Bullingbrooke, 

Mounted vpon a l;ote and fkriefteede,. 

Which his afpiring rider feenide to know. 

With flow, but {lately pace kept on hrscourfe, 

■While all tongues cridc,God faue the "S sillmgbwk?, 

You would liaue thought the very Windowes fpakei. 

So many greedy lookes of, young and old, 
ThrougbCafcments darted their & fifing eyes 
Vponhis vifage,ao,d that all the Yl/aHes,, ( 

Wi th painted imagery had fayd at once, 
lefu preferu c the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed,lower his prou/iStceds pecke 
Befpake thenithus, I. thanlce ypu .County men.} ,/ 

And thus frill doing, thus ha.pafr along, - , . . 

JDut. Alackepoorc T{wiurd, where rides he tjiCWlu i . 

York?. As in a Theater the eyes of meit, 

After a well graced Afror leaues the Stage, 

Areidely bent onl uni t net on t,ci s next,. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo,or with muchmore contcmpttnmsc^M - 
Did fcoule ongentlc'fe(W,po man cried, God iauehin> . 
No ioyfull tongue gaue birndus welcotp? hpme, 

■ BuxDufr was throwuc vpon, In* facred 

Which with fuch gpnde^pfrowihc flipoke Mt* . 

His face frill combating with tcare? arid lmiles, 

The badges of his griefe and patience; a j a ' 

That had not GocTfor 

The hearts ofnien^iey inaflperfprcehauvnaelt fe 
AiidBarbarifmcitfelfehauepitttedhirn: v -- • 

But Heau^phatlyah^^frth^eeuentfs,, ^ | 

T. -.L~r-u;~u «we hound our cajme contentes. 
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York?. Awnerld that w». 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend : 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now . 
x am in Parliament-pledge for his trueth 
And lafting fealtie to the new madeKmg. 

c Dut. Welcome my fount, who art the Violets now. 
That ftrew the grecnelappe of the new -conic fpring. 

A*m. Madam I know nognor I greatly care not, 
Godknowes I had as liefe be none as oirc. _ _ . 

X,,> kr. Welfbcare you well in this new fpYmg of time, 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prune. 

What newes from ©xfeftfcdo thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
Aum. For aught I know (my Lord) they do. 

York?. You will be there'I know. 

XfGod preuent not I purpofe fo. . 

York, What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome? 
Yea, lookft thou pale; let me fee the writing. 

Aam. My'Lord,tis nothing. 

York?. N o matter th en w ho fee it, 

I will befatisfied, let me fee the writing. ' 

Aunt. 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confequencc. 

Which for {omcreafons l would nothaue feene. 

York,. W hich tor fome reafons(fir)I meaneto fee. 

1 feare,I feare. 

Dxt. What fhould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome band that he is entred into 

For gay apparrell agamfl the triumph. 

York?. Bound to hinifelfe, what doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to : Wife, thou art a foole; 

Boy, let me fee the wr i ting. 

Asm. I do befeech y on pardon me, I may not (hew it. 
York?. Twill befatisfied; letmc feeit,lfay : 

He pli.c\s it out ■ii ids bclbtyk. finds cades it. ■ 
Treafon,fou!e treaf(>n t y ill aine^ay tor.'flauc; 

Dm. What is the matter, mv Lord? ’•> 

Ti/t'k?. Bo, when withinithc-re? »adJ!ejiiy Boric; 

" J a • 0o4 









God for his mercy ! w.hat trcchcry is here? 

Du. Why, what isitmyLordf 
Torl{e. Giue me my bootcs I fav,faddlc my horfe^ 
Now by mine honour^my life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Torhf. Peace foolifh woman. 

Du. I will not peace, what is the matter Anmerle ? 
Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muff anfwere. 

Du. Thy life anfwere ? 

Turk?. Bring me my bootes, I will vnto the King. 

His Man enters with his Bootes. 

Du. Strike him Anmerle, poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine, neucr more come in my fight. 

Tot be. Giue me my bootesl fay. 

Du. Why Yorkc, what wiltthou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpafie of thine owne? 

Haue we more fonnes ? or are we like tohaue?. 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time ? 

And wilt thou pluckemy.faire fonne from mine agGj, 
A nd robbe mee of a h appie mothers name? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not'thinc ownei. 



Tcrfa. Thou fond mad womap., 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie ? 

A doozen of them he ere, haue tanc the facramentj, 

And interchangeably fet downe their hands, 

To kill the King atOxford. 

Du. He {ball benone^eelekeepehimheere. 

Then what is that to him? ^ . r * 

Tor. A way fond woman,were he tw entie times my ionne, 

I would appeach him. , 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done, 

Thou wouldft be more pittifull : - 

But now I know thy minde,thou doft fufpett 
That I haue becne difloyall to tliy bed* 

And thatheis a.ballard,not:thy fonne ^ Swcctc 





King Rickard the Second* 

SweeteYorke,fweete husband benotof thatminde. 
He is as lik thee as a man may be, 

Not like me or any of my kinne, 

And yet I lone him. 

Tor he. Make way vnruly woman* 

Du. After Anmerle : mount thee vpon his horfc, 
Spu^poffand get before him to the King, 



And beg thy pardon er-e he do accufe thee, 
lie not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fait as Yorkc, 

And neucr will I rife vp from the ground, 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, b^o-one, 
Enter the Ktng With his Nobles. 

Kn H. Can no man tell me of my vnthrifeie fonne? 
Tis full threemonths fince I did fee him laft j 
If any plague hang ouer vs, tishee*, 

I would to God my Lords,he mightbe found : 

Inquire at London.mongfl: tlie Tauernes there. 

For there they fay, he daily doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained loofe companions t 



jiTia near our waxen, and robbe our paliengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honor to fupport fo difTolute a crew. 

H.Pcr. MyLord,fometwodaics:finceI faw the Prince. 
And told him ofthofe triumphs held at Oxford. 

King. And what faid the gallant? 

Pncie. His anfwerewas,he would to the ftewes. 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue, 

And wearc it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfe the lu ftieft Challenger. 

As diffolute as defperate,yet through both 
j, ee j 1116 Sparkles of better hope, which elder yeares 
May happily bring forth. But who comes heere? 

Enter j4hmer/e amazed. 

theKin S ? (fo wildly? 

*wg H, What rneanes our coofin that he flares and lookes 







The T rageclk ef. 

Jm. God faue your Grace; I do befech your Maieftie, 
To haue forae conference with your Grace alone. 

Kim. Withdraw your felr.es, and leaue vs heere alone: 

What is the matter with 'our Coofin now? 

9 ys [im . For eucr may my knees grow to the earth, 

Jvlv tongue c leaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnlefie a pardon ere I rife or fpcakc. 

Kirg. Intended,©!- committed, was this fault. 

If on the firfljhow heynous ere it- he, 

To winne thy after loue,Fpardon thee. 

Then giue me leaue that 1 may turne the key, 
That noman enter till my tale bedone. 

Km. Haue thy defire. 

\be Duke of Yoi k? kpoikf ** the dooresmd etyetb. 

Yo>kf. My liege beware, looketo’thy felte, 

Thou haft a traitor in thy prefence there. 

Yorks- Open the doore,fecure foole, hardy King, 
•Shall I for loue fpealce treafon to thy lace ? 

Onenthe doore,or I will breake it open. 

? Ki ,g. What is the matter vncle,fpeake,rccoucr breath, 

Tell vs, how ncere is danger, 

. I doc repent me,rcadenot myname tnere, 

L-Kttopitty him.lcftchypmy piouc 



King Richard the Second l 

From whence this ftreame through muddy paflages 
Hath hald his current, and dcfildehimfeife : 

Thy ouerflow of good conuertes to bad* 

And thy aboundant goodnes /hall excufe 
This deadly biotin thy digrefsingfonne. 

Torl^. So (hall my Vei tue, be his-Viccs baude. 

And hcihalJ fpend mine honour, with hisfhamc, . 

As thri.ftles So lines, their feraping Fathers Gold : 

Mine honour hues when his dilhonour dies, 

Or my fhamdc life inhisdiiflionour lies : 

Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath, 

The tray tor lines, the true mail’s putto death. 

£>;tt. What in, my Liege- for Gods fake let me in. 

King. What flinlJ voye’d fuppliant makes this eger cry? 
Out. A Woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis 1, 

Speake with me.pitty me, open the doore, 

A Beggar begs, that neucr begd beforei ' 

King. Ourfcene is al tred from a fefiotis thing, 

And now changde to tlieBeggar and theKing: 

My dangerous CooiIn y leby our Mother in, 

I know (he is come to pray for your foule finne, 

Y-.rlg. Ifthoudo pardon whofocuer-pray, 

More Imnes'forthisforgiueneSjprofper may; 

T his feftredioynt cutoff, the reft reft found. 

This let alone, will all thereft confound. 

Out. Oh King, beleeueiiot.this hard-hatted man; 

Loue loumg not ltfelfe, none other can.. . 

ci r n'f Thoufr-antike woman, what Hoft thou make here? 

ohall thy old dugs once more a tray tor reare? 

Kut. Sweete Yorke be patient; heare me gentle Liege.. 
Kmg fj. Kifevpgood Aunt.; 

*Dw. Not vetl diee befeech, . 

Fbr euer will I walke vpon my knees, , 

i r cr f ce da L t,iat tbehappy fees, 

Till thou giueioy; vntill thou bidmeioy, 

By pardnoningRiitland,my trahfgrefsing boy. 

VntQ my mothers pray ers I bend my knee. - 

Yor\ej- 



The T rage elk of 

Yerkr. Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 may ft thou thriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Dmc. Pleades he in earneft? lookc vpon his face: 

His eves do drop no teares.his prayers are in ieft. 

His wordes do come from his mouth, ours from our breaft; 
He prayes but faintly, and would be denide, 

We pray with heart and foule,and all befide: 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I kno w, 

Our knees ftill kneeletillto the ground they grew; 

His prayers are full offalfehypocrifie, 

Ours oftrue zcale and deepe integrities i 

Our prayers do out-pray nis,then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

Kmg. Good Aunt ftandvp. 

‘Dutc. Nay , do not fay,ftand vp-, 

Say pardon firft,and afterwards ftand vp, 

And ifl were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon lhouldbe the firft word ofthy fpeach : 

I neuer longd to heare a w ord till now, 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach thee how . 

The word is fhort,but not fo fhort as lweete* 

No word like Pardon for Kingsmouthes fo mcete. 

rZZ Speakcit,nFrencS,fcn g fay 

Dutch. Dolt ttiou teach pardon! pardon to deltroy. 

Ah my fowrc Husbandry hard hearted Lord . 

That fets the word it felfeagainft the word j 
Speake pardon as tis currant in our land, 

Thechopping French wedonotvnderftand : 

Thinecve begins to fpeakc,fet thy tongue there. 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine ca ^f* . 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doc pierce, 
Pittie may mooue thee pardon to rehearfe. 

KmgH. Good Aunt ftand vp. 

‘Dutch. I doe not fue to ftand ’, 

Pardon is all the fute I hauein hand. 

Km • I pardon him, as God /hall pardon me. 

Dutch. O happy vantage ofa kneeling knee. y(f 




King Richard the Second. 

Yet am I iicke for feare/peake it agai ney 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

Buttnakes one Pardon ftrong. 

King. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dutc. A God on earth thou art. 

Kmg Butfor ourtrufty brother in law and the Abbot> 
With all the reft of that comforted crew, 

Deftruftion ftrait /hall dog them at the heeles. 

Good vncle,helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford,or where erethefe traitours are. 

They /hall not line within this world I fweare. 

But I will haue then?, ifl once know where. 

Vncle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooueyou true. 

Dutc. Come my olde fonne,I pray God make thee new. 
Exeunt. Manet Sir Pierce Exton &c. 

Exton. Didft thou notmaukethe ICwhat works k<* fnaWs 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare? 

Was it not fo? 

Man. Thefe were his very wordes. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? he fpakeit twice, 

And vrgde it twice together,did he not ? 

Man. FJe did. 

Exton. andfpeakingit,hewiftlylooktonme. 

As who fhould fay, I would thou wert the man. 

That would diuorcc this terrour from my heart, 

Meaning the King at 'Pemfret . Come, lets go, :■ : . 

I am the Kings friend, aiid will rid hisfoe. Exeunt. 

Enter Rtcbard alone. : ?; 

’Rich. I haue been ftudying how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the world: 

Ahd for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere is not a creature birt my felfc, ,r.H 

I can not do k : yet lie hammer it out : 

My braine lie prooue the female to my foule; : 

My foule the father, andthefe two beget i . 

A generation of ftitbleeding thoughts : 

K And 





The Tragtdn of 

And thefe Tame thoughts people this little world, 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts ofthings diuine are intermix t 

With fcruples,and do fet the word it felfc 

Againfl thy word, as th w$:Coine li ctlc que$,and then againc 

It is as hard to come as for a Camraell 

To threed the iinall pofterne of a fra all needles eye : 

Thoughts tending to ambition they doc plot 

Vnlikely wonders : how thefe vaine weakcnayles 

May teare apaflage thoro w the flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged prifoiAvalles: 

And for they cannot die in their ownc pride, 

T houghts tending to content, flatter themfelues. 

That they are not the fir ft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor ftiall not be the laft,like feely beggars j 
Who fitting in the Stockcs, refuge their fhame, 

That many haue, and others mud fit there* 

And in this thought they findc a kind of eafe. 

Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Offuchashaue before indurjc the like. , , 

Thus play I in one Prifon many people, 

And none contented 5 fometimes ana I a King, 

Then treafons make me wifti my felfc a Bcgger, 

And fo I am : then crufhing Penurie 
Perfwades me I was better when a King) 

Then ami aKingagaine.andby and by, , : 

Thinks that I am vnkingde by Hulling broohf, 

And ftraite am nothing. But what ere I be. 

Nor I, nor any man,that hut man is. 

With nothing fhall 6 e pleafde, till he be cafde 
With being nothing.Muficke dol hearej Jlfupikt 

Ha,ha,keepe time$ now fowrs fweete Muficke i» 

When Time is broke, and no proportion kept ) 

So is it in the muficke ofmens Hues: 

And hecre haue I the daintinefle of care . 

To cheeke Time broke in difordered firing ? „■ - . . 




T'wg Richard the Sccsnd. 

But for the concord of my ftate and time, 

Had not an ea re to hcare my true Time broke: 

I wafted Time,and now d.othTime wafteme : 

For now' hath Time made his munbring clockc) 

My thoughts are minuts,and with fighes they iarre. 

Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my Finger Hlcc a Dials poynt, 

Is poynting ftdl,in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tcls what houre it is. 

Are clamorous groancs, which ftrilce vpon my heart. 

Which is the Bell : fo fighes,and Teares, and Groanes, 

Shew Mrautes,Times,and Houres : but my Time 
Runncs polling on in bulling brookfs proud ioy. 

While I (land fooling heere his iackc of the Clockc : 

This Mufickeraaddes me, let it found no more, 

Forthough it haue holpe rnadd men to their wits. 

In me it feemes it will make wife men madd . 

Y et blefsing on his heart that giues it me. 

For t’isa figne of lone : aud loue to Richard, 

Is aftrange Brooch in this al-hating world. 

Enter afyoome if the Static. 

Crotmt. Haile royall Prince. 

'Rich. Thanlccs noble Peare : 

The chcapeft ofvs is ten groats too dcarc. 

What art thou? and how commeft thou hither, 

Where no man neuer comes but that fad Dogge, 

That bringes me food to make misfortune lme? 

Cjroomc. I was a poore Groome of thy liable, King, 
When thou wen King : who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten leaue, 

To looke vpon my fometimes royallmaiftcrs " 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when I behelu 
In London ftreetes that Coronation day, 

When TSullrngbrooke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

That Horfe, that thou fo often haftbeftride, 

That Horfe, that I fo carefully haue drelh 
2 y*b. Rode he on Barbaric, tell me gentle 

now 





The Tugedte of 

Howwenthevnderhim? 

Groove. So proudly, as if he difdaind the ground. 

‘Rich. So proud tliatBullingbrooke was on his baclce: 
That lade hatheate bread from my royall hand; 

This hand hath made him proud with dapping him: 
Would lie not Bumble? would he notfall downe? ' ... 

Since pride mud: haue a fall, and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did yfurpe his. fcackc? ■ 

Forgiuerjes Horfc.why do I rayle on thee? 

Since thou created to be awdeby man. 

Waft borne to beare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet 1 beare a burthen like an AtTe, 
Spurrde,galde,an<htyrde by iauncing Bullingbrooke, 

K eper. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 

Rid i. If thou lone me,,tis time thou wert away. 

Cjroo, What my .tongue dares not, that my heart lhall fay. 
Exit (jtopwe. i Enter <me ? o Ru burnt V>t(h meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleaPa you to fall to? .. 

Rich . Tafteofitftrft,as thou art wont to do. ’ 

Keeper. My Lord I dare not, fir Pierce ofExton, 

Who lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 

Rah. The diuell take Henry ofLancaftcr arid thee: : vri 
Patience is ftale, and lam weary:jofk.':'r> f .ttasjE 

Keeper . Helpe,belpb,helpe. 

The murderers rn(h in. ■ 

Rich. Ho wnow, what meanes Death-in this rudeaftaultj 
Vtllaine,thy ownehandyeeldithy- deaths inftrument, 

G oc then* andliil anc ther r.oome in Hell. 

Heer e Exton flpkes hw domt* 
Rich. That hand fhallburncin,neuer-quenchingfire 9 
That daggers thus my p.eifon ; Exton,thy itcreehand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the Kings owme lands 
Mount, mount mv fpule.thy feate is vp m hie, ’ 

Whilft my groflVflelli finkes do wneward liecreto die.: 
Exton. Asfii!lofvaloure,asofroyall blood; 

Both haue I fpifld ; Gh would the deed were good/ 

For now the Dwell that cold me I did well, _ 

Sayes 



King 

Saycs that this deed is chronicled in Hell : 

This dead King to the liuingKiit| He beare. 
Take hence the rcft,&giuc them buriall heere. 

Enter Thillingbrot he ft IthfheTD.ukp ej T or 



Exit, 



King. BP___,__ JPL P . 

Is,tHac the Rebels haue confumecfc with lire 
OurtowneofChetcrinGlocefterihire: 

But whether they be taneor flaine^vehearc not: 

Wei co me m y Lo rd ,.w ha c i S' t h e newes? 

• . Eider Mm kiimherUnd* "• . f 

North. Fiiftjtathyifiei^ .ftatciviftiiiallhappincflc; 
The next newes ia,Ihaue to Londoufent 

The headeS:of.Qxfard,Sahsbu demand. Kent: 

The manner oftbeir. faking may appearc 
Atlarge difcotirfcd in tins paper heere!. 

Kmg. We thank* tlicagcntlf ‘Pbrcie for. thy paynes. 
And to thy worth wtltadde alight worthygaines. 

• r i'.: n Eister Lor.chbki&tStid. ■, 

Fitz. My Jborst, I haueffrom Oxford fent to London, 
The heads ofBroccas;,andfif:BenetSecl.y* 

Two of the dangerous ^bnfortbd Traytors, . 

That fought at. Ojcfo^rffi^ direiOirbrShrow. 

King. ThyrpairiesFoiiZ, : thaUnot he forgoc, 

Right noble is thy mcidjnw^JwKWl. . ; . . . 

Enter tienne Percte. 

Ter. The graund confpirator j^?bj)t of W eftminftcr, 
With clogge of confcience and lowre melancholie, 

Hath yeelded vp his body to the Graue; 

But heere is Car/eti liuing, to abide 

Thy kingly doome,ancl feritencc of his pride. 

Ktng. (Tleil, this is your doome, 

Choofe out fome fecret place, fome rcuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with itioy thy life, 

So as thou liu’ft in peace, die free from ftrife : 

For thoughmine enemie thou haft euer been. 

High fparkes of honour in thee haue I feene. 

K 




* T be T ragedit] of 

Enter Extort with (be Coffin, 

Exton. Great King,within this Coffin I prcfcnt 
Thy buried fcare : herein all breathleffc lies 
The mighticft of thy greateft enemies, 

Richard of Burdcaux, by mee hither brought. 

King . Exton , I chanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A dcede of (laughter with thy fatallhand, 

Vpon my headland all this famous land. 

Exton.’ From your ownemouth(my Lo.)did I this deed, 

King. They loue not poyfon,that do poy fon need, 
Nor doe Ithee, though I did wilh him deadj 
I hate themurthere-r,louchimmurthered : 

The guilt of confidence takethou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word,nor princely fauour : 

With {'nine goe wander through the (hade of night. 

And ncuer ihewthy head by day nor light. 
Lords,Iprotefttnyfi»ulcisfullofwoe, 

That blood fliould fprincklc me to make me grow? 
Come snoume with roe, for what I doe lament. 

And put onfullenblackc incontinent : 
lie make a voyage to the Holy land, w 
To waffi this blood off from niy guilty hand. 

March fadly after, grace my mournings heere, 
la weeping after this VBtunely Bccre. 1 . ' 

FINIS. : 
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